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THE   COURIER  OF  LYONS. 

A  DRAMA,  IN  THEEE  ACTS.— BY  EDWARD  STIRLING. 


Dub.—" SILENCE,  AS  YOU  VALUE  YOUR  LIFE!"— Act  iii,  scene  1. 
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LAMBERT. 
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DuMONT. 

MOXSIKUR  DAUBENTON. 


CHOPPABD. 
COURRIOL. 
JEANNE  op  ALSACK. 
JULIE  LESURQUSS. 
MARIE. 


TIME,  1796.— THE  KB  PUBLIC. 
First  performed  at  the  Marylebone  Theatre,  London,  1852.    (Licensed.) 


POSTMASTER. 
OFFICERS. 
FARM  SERVANTS. 
TRAVELLER. 
GAOLER. 


ACT  I. 
SCENE  I.— A  Room  in  a  Cafe,  Rue  du  Sac. 

JIIOPPARD  and  FOUINARD  discovered  at  table, 
the  former  whistling.    A  waiter  in  attendance. 

Wai.   Won't  you  take  some  refreshments,  citi- 
ens,  before  friends  arrive? 
Chop.  Couldn't  think  of  such  a  thing. 
Fou.  By  no  means.  (Aside.;  Pockets  to  let. 

(Shews  them  empty.) 


Wai.  A  nice  shabby  lot.  [Exit. 

Chop-  This  is  rather  too  bad;  wasting  our  valu- 
able time  for  nothing. 

Fou.  It's  a  sell !   Courriol's  a  humbug. 

Chop.  He  talked  of  doing  such  wonders  for  us — 
get  us  a  situation  under  Government:  ha!  oh, 
yes !  what  a  get.  He  wanted  to  put  me  up  to  a 
new  wrinkle  in  the  horoe  chaunting  line,  too. 

F,  u.  Are  you  sure  this  is  the  place  we  were  to 
meet  him  ? 

Chop.  Quite.    Here  is  the  letter,  written  with  a 
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ekewer,  dipped  in  hasty  pudding.  (Reads.)  "  I  shall 
•want  you  and  Fouinard  to  meet  ine,  No.  17,  Rue  du 
Bac,  on  the  8th  FioriaL  1  have  something  of  im- 
portance to  communicate.  Yours,  COUERIOL.  I  will 
explain  all." 
Fou.  Catch  him  explaining  all  Oh ! 

(Winks.) 

Chop.  This  is  the  8th,  and  now  striking  twelve. 
Upon  my  life,  this  is  too  bad,  keeping  two  gentle- 
men dancing  attendance  here.  What  is  he?  Why, 
if  he's  been  to  college,  I  don't  see  that  he's  better 
than  us. 

Fou.  Not  a  dump.  He  certainly  dresses  a  trifle 
more  flashy.  I  shan't  be  at  his  beck  and  call ;  I'm 
off. 

Entfr  COURRIOL  and  Waiter. 

Chop.  Here  he  is ;  we  may  as  well  stop  now. 

Cou.  Good  day,  my  friends.  A  thousand  apolo- 
gies for  detaining  you  thus. 

Chop.  Only  two  hours  with  empty  glasses. 

Con.  I  was  compelled  to  make  a  circumbendibus, 
to  avoid  some  very  pressing  friends — bailiffs. 

Chop   I  understand. 

Cou.  Waiter  1  these  gentlemen  will  take  break- 
fast with  me. 

Chop.  Breakfast  for  three— make  it  for  five.  I  can 
eat  for  a  dozen. 

Cou.  Look  over  the  bill  of  faro,  Fouinard.  (To 
Choppard.)  Havo  you  considered  my  letter  ? 

Chop.  A  little. 

Cou.  What  do  you  think  of  the  business? 

Chop.  Can't  say,  till  you  tell  it. 

Cuu.  I  don't  know  it  myself 

Chop.  Why  the  devil  did  you  bring  us  here, 
then? 

Cou.  Gently,  my  respected  friend;  I  am  not 
exactly  the  principal  in  this  affair.  I  am  waiting 
to  meet  a  gentleman. 

Chop.  Of  the  right  sort,  eh  ? 

Cou.  I  don't  know  him  by  sight. 

Chop.  A  pretty  fool's  errand.  (Fouinard  sends 
waiter  off.)  How  the  devil  are  we  to  know  him, 
then  ? 

Cou.  Precisely  at  t\vo  o'clock  to-day  a  gentle- 
man will  enter  this  room,  sit  at  this  table,  call  for 
a  large  glass  of  brandy,  and  drink  the  whole  at  a 
draught.  That's  how  you  may  know  him. 

Chop.  He  won't  come  hero  to-day. 

Fou.  Why  not? 

Chop.  The  fact  is  ho  lives  np  a  tree,  and  his 
medical  advisers  think  it  hardly  Bafe  for  him  to 
venture  down  yet 

Fou.  You  don't  mean  Dubosc  ? 

Cou.  That's  the  name.    You  know  him  ? 

Fou.  A  trifle!  'Twas  he  that  led  such  a  nice 
life  at  Bordeaux. 

Chop.  Now  I'm  satisfied.  I've  every  confidence 
in  Dubosc ;  he's  a  credit  to  the  profession. 

Enter  Waiter,  with  breakfast,  &c. 

Wai.  Breakfast  is  ready,  gentlemen, 
Chop.  So  am  I.  I  could,  eat  a  donkey  stuffed  with 
tenpenny  nails. 

(They  sit  at  table.  Choppard  eats  voraciously.) 

Enter  LAMBERT  and  GUERNAN. 

Lam.  "Will  this  do,  Guernan  ? 

(Waiter  talks  with  them.) 
Cou.  Guernan?  (Turns round.)  Ah! 


Chop.  Is  it  an  officer  ? 

Cou.  (Striking  the  table.)  Extraordinary  coinci- 
dence ! 

Chop.  Governor,  do  you  want  me  to  swallow  the 
spoon  V  (Eats  and  coughs.) 

Cou.  It  must  be  them. 

Chop.  What,  the  police? 

Cou.  College  friends  of  mine. 

due.  A  bottle  of  claret  and  some  oysters, 
waiter. 

Chop.  Oysters!  Couldn't  I  take  in  the  natives 
now  ? 

Cou'.  I  must  not  be  seen  with  you. 

Chop.  We'll  finish  your  breakfast. 

Gue.  (Calls )  Lambert,  look  there. 

(Points  to  Coitrriol.) 

Lam.  Can  I  believe  my  eyes  ? 

Cou.  They  recognise  me. 

Chop.  I'm  glad  they  don't  re-cog-nise  me. 

Gue.  (Advancing.)  How  are  you,  Courriol? 

Cou.  (Affecting  surprise.)    What !  my  old  friends  ? 

Chop.  What  1  my  old  ancient  friends  ? 

Fou.  (Pulling  him  back.  Aside.)  What  are  you  up 
to? 

Cou.  How  fortunate  I  am  to  meet  you. 

Cho.  (Aside.)  Pickles! 

Gue.  We  are  come  to  meet  Lesurques,  who  ar- 
rives at  Douai  to-day.  You  know  him,  of  course  ? 

C<ju.  Perfectly. 

Cho.  (Aside.)  Pickles! 

Gue.  He  is  coming  to  Paris  to  celebrate  hia 
daughter's  wedding. 

Cou.  (Aside  to  Choppard.)  Leave. 

Cho.  What,  the  breakfast,  never  ! 

(Eats  Quickly.) 

Gue.  Who  are  these  gentlemen;  friends  of 
yours  ? 

Cou.  No,  I  was  going  to  breakfast  alone;  waiting 
till  these  gentlemen  had  finished. 

Cho.  We've  only  just  begun. 

(Putting  bread  and  eggs.) 

Lam.  I  thought  I  saw  you  sitting  with  them  when 
we  came  in. 
Cou.  A  mistake.    They'd  just  finished. 

(Kicks  Choppard.) 

Cho.  Oh,  lord!  that's  my  game  leg. 
Cou.  They're  calling  for  their  bill. 
Cho.  Call  again  to-morrow. 
Cou.  (Aside.)  Get  out,  you'll  ruin  all. 
Cho.  This  is  a  nice  treat. 

[Riset. 
Cou.  Uncommon. 

[Rises. 

Cou.  (Siyns  them.)  I've  no  doubt  they'll  pay 
below. 

Cho.  Yes,  ofjcourse  we  will  Waiter,  come  be- 
low. 

Cou.  If  you  don't  go,  I'll  kick  you  down,  ras- 
cals ! 

Cho.  I  prefer  walking.  Come,  my  dear  friend. 
Waiter,  the  bill. 

Cou.  (Aside..)  Meet  here  again  in  an  hour. 

Cho.  The  bill,  waiter.  War !  war !  Too  (Picks 
Courriol' s  pocket  of  his  handkerchief,)  shabby. 

[Exit  with  Fouinard 


Lam.  Sit  down,  sit  down. 


(They  all  sit.} 
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Re-tnter  waiter  wtih  oysters. 

Wai.  Where  are  the  shabby  hats  gone  ? 
Cou.  The  gentlemen  are  gone  below.  I  shall  have 
breakfast  at  this  table  with  my  friends— bring  it  at 
once.  (Aside.)  IS  ot  a  word  about — 

(Points  off.) 

Wai.  I'm  awake— the  shabby  hats  belong  to  him. 
Enter  LESURQUES,  JULIE,  and  DIDIER. 

Les.  How  are  you  ?  rather  behind  time,  but  this 
little  puss  had  so  many  parcels  and  bandboxes  to 
look  after.  (Shaking  hands  with  them.)  Allow  me  to 
introduce  you  to  my  daughter,  and  my  intended 
eon-in-law,  Hons.  Didier.  (All  bow.)  What,  my  old 
college  chum,  Courriol,  how  are  you? 

Cou.  Never  better.     Why,  we  haven't  met  this 

tfwe.'Allow  me,  Monsieur  Didier,  as  an  old  friend 
of  your  future  father-in-law,  to  congratulate  you  on 
your  approaching  happiness. 

Did.  Thank  you,  sir,  I  would  not  change  my 
situation  to  be  made  Emperor  of  Peru.  The  love 
of  a  being  so  beautiful  and  virtuous  as  Julie's  is  a 
priceless  treasure. 

Jul.  Upon  my  word,  that  is  a  very  pretty  compli- 
ment for  a  public  cafe. 

Les.  I  ought  to  be  very  thankful  to  providence.  I 
don't  believe  there  is  a  happier  fellow  in  the  Re- 
public with  such  a  daughter,  surrounded  by  good 
friends.  I  ani  sure  there  never  was  any  one  in  the 
•world  so  fortunate. 

Jul  Our  time  presses,  papa ;  we  have  so  many 
purchases  to  make. 

Les.  True,  true,  I  forget;  and  I  have  to  leave 
Paris  for  a  few  hours. 

Did.  You  will  return,  and  dine  with  us  ? 

Les.  Yes,  but  don't  wait. 

Jul.  Dear  papa,  you  surely  will  not  leave  us  so 
Boon? 

Les.  We  shall  meet  at  home ;  now,  my  love,  you 
will  bo  late.  Adieu!  won't  you  kiss  your  fatiier, 
Julie,  you  rogue  ? 

(She  kisses  him,  and  exits  with  Didier.) 

Gue.  She  appears  uneasy  about  you. 

Les.  She  is  one  of  the  best  girls  in  France.  (All  sit 
to  breakfast.)  Come,  I'm  rare  and  hungry;  though 
I  have  everything  a  man  can  desire,  there  are  still 
two  sources  of  .disquietude  left.  The  loss  of  my 
wife,  and  my  father's  unfortunate  circumstances. 

Gue.  What  has  happened  to  him  ? 

Les.  Pecuniary  matters  have  proved  so  unlucky 
with  him;  in  fact,  he  has  been  ruined  by  our 
glorious  Revolution,  and  from  a  feeling  of  honest, 
though  mistaken  pride,  quitted  Douai  secretly,  in 
order  that  he  might  not  be  a  burden  on  me,  two 
years  since;  and  from  what  I  can  learn,  took  a 
small  inn,  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Paris,  where  trade  fell  off,  and  he  has  been  com- 
pelled to  sell  everything  for  the  benefit  of  his  cre- 
ditors, leaving  himself  houseless  and  penniless. 

Cou.  Did  he  never  apply  to  you  ? 

Les.  Never  ;  pride  forbade  his  doing  so.  I  have 
just  by  accident  discovered  his  abode,  and  am  de- 
termined to  compel  him  to  return  with  me,  place 
him  in  a  merchant's  office— a  mere  nominal  situ- 
ation, so  that  he  may  not  eat  the  bread  of  depen- 
dance.  By  the  way,  Guernan,  will  you  Jend  mo 
your  horse? 


Gue.  He  has  been  taken  for  the  use  of  tho  He- 
public  —  one  and  indivisible. 

Cou.  Hire  one. 

Les.  I  don't  know  any  one  that  lets  them  out  foi 
hire  in  Paris. 

Cou.  I  can  recommend  you  to  a  man  named 
Choppard,  he  has  some  capital  horses. 

Les,  Where  does  he  live? 

Cou.  213,  Rue  St  Honore. 

Les.  Thank  you.  213.  I'll  go  to  him  at  once,  my 
time  presses. 

Gue.  Why  in  such  a  hurry  ? 

Les.  Julie's  wedding  day  is  to-morrow.  I  shall 
see  all  there.  Among  others,  you'll  meet  my 
friend  Dauberton,  the  Judge  de  Paix  of  Pont  Neuf 
district  Mind,  no  disappointments,  I  shall  expect 
you  all  to  sign  my  daughter's  marriage  contract 
Courriol,  remember,  nine  o'clock,  No.  18,  Rus 
Montmarte. 

(Going.) 

Cou.  I  shall  be  too  delighted. 

Gue.  Staj;  we'll  all  go  together. 

Les.  (Looking  at  watch.)  Quarter  behind  time,  I 
ought  to  have  started  before.  Adieu  !  mind,  to- 
morrow, —  nine  o'clock  punctually. 

[Exit 

Cou.  It  won't  look  well  if  I  remain  alone  here  < 
I'll  go  with  them,  and  return  to  meet  Dubosc. 

Gue.  (Pays  the  waiter.)  We  can  walk  with  Lesur- 
ques  as  far  as  the  Tuileries. 

[Music,  all  exit. 

Enter  tlowly,  DUDOSC,  shabbily  attired.        y\J 

/ 

Wai.  Take  any  refreshment,  citizen? 

Dub.  Presently.  [Waiter  cleans  table  and  exit.']  It  is 
rather  strange  no  one  is  at  the  place  of  meeting  — 
no  mistake  has  occurred  I  hope. 

Enter  JEANNE,  poorly,  but  neatly  dressed,  her  ap- 
pearance indicates  extreme  dejection.  Seeing  DU- 
BOSC, whose  back  is  towards  her,  she  exclaims: 

Jea.  'Tig  he  !  Dubosc. 

Dub.  'Starts.)  My  name  ! 

Jea.  You  need  not  fear  me. 

Dub.  Jeanne  here! 

Jea.  Yes,  'tis  I;  Jeanne,  the  outcast. 

Dub.  I  beg  your  pardon,  did  you  speak  to  me,  my 
good  woman? 

Jea.  Do  you  not  recognize  me  ?  Look  at  me  well. 
Nay,  then,  I  will  assist  your  memory,  —  'tis  the 
poor  girl  who  once  loved  you  so  devotedly  and 
truly,  and  thought  you  an  honourable  man!  Do 
you  know  me  now?  Neglect  and  poverty  have 
wrought  great  changes,  but  still  I  am  your  victim. 

Dub.  (doggedly.)  I  never  saw  you  beiore. 

(Turns  from  Jiet.) 

Jea.  You  never  saw  me  before,  Dubosc  ?  you  who 
not  content  with  robbing  me  of  my  honour,  cheated 
me  out  of  the  little  money  I  had  saved  by  honest 
industry  —  you,  who  left  me  to  starve,  when  I  was 
about  to  become  a  mother.  Do  you  know  sie  now  ? 
Nay,  do  not  turn  from  me.  Look  on  these  pale 
and  emaciated  features,  worn  with  misery  and 
privation  !  Houseless  —  homeless—  Discarded  by  all, 
where  was  I  to  turn,  but  to  you?  remember 


Dub.  No  one  here. 

Enter  WAITER. 
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the  solemn  TOWS  you  once  uttered,  to  cherish  and 
protect  me. 

Dub.  (Aside.)  Shall  I  never  get  rid  of  this  accursed 
woman  ? 

Jea.  You  make  no  reply.  Listen  tome!  I  do  not 
•xpect  you  to  repair  the  wrong  you  have  done  me, 
I  know  you  too  well  for  that:  but  I  demand  of  you 
Bufficient  money  to  support  the  child,  deserted  and 
left  to  perish  by  its  unnatural  father;  at  all 
events,  till  I  can  reach  Alsace,  my  native  place ; 
there  I  can  support  myself  and  infant  by  toil,  and 
the  kind  assistance  of  neighbours.  "Will  you  refuse 
me  this?  Can  you  see  us  starve— dying  for  a  little 
bread,  and  withhold  the  means  of  saving  us  ?  I  im- 
plore you  for  mercy,  in  the  name  of  your  dying 
child  I  ask  for  bread.  (Dubosc  smiles  scornfully.) 
You  may  smile  in  scorn,  but  you  are  in  my  power: 
I  know  that  you  have  escaped  from  gaol  at  Bor- 
deaux; I  have  traced  you,  step  by  step,  hither. 
Reflect,  Dubosc,  on  what  I  have  said,  and  pause, 
ere  you  wake  the  fury  of  an  injured  woman,  mad- 
dened by  injuries. 

Dub.  I  tell  you  I  don't  know  you. 

Jea.  I  know  you,  monster,  I  swear  that. 

Dub.  You  may  swear  anything  you  like;  I  have 
no  money. 

Jea.  You  are  determined  not  to  assist  me  then  ? 

Dub.  The  waiter  will  be  here  directly,  and  if  yon 
do  not  leave  the  room— (Motions  her.) 

Jea.  Enough !  I  will  give  you  till  to-morrow  to 
reflect  on  my  request ;  but  remember,  if  by  to- 
morrow noon,  you  have  not  placed  in  my  hands  a 
sum  of  money,  I  will  denounce  you  to  the  authorities 
as  a  felon,  and  an  escaped  convict. 

Dub.  Well,  I'll  see  you  to-morrow  here,  if  you 
will,  and  possibly  I  may  be  able  to  comply  with 
your  request.  (Aside.)  I  shall  be  far  fom  hence  to- 
night. 

Jea.  Remember,  to-morrow  ;  I  will  be  trifled  with 
no  longer.  For  my  own  life  I  am  regardless;  but 
for  my  child,  t  can  dare  anything;  she  shall  not 
perish  while  you  have  the  means  to  save  her ;  if  the 
natural  feelings  of  your  cruel  ru-gcd  heart  will  uot 
give  willingly,  it  shall  be  wrung  from  you.  Money! 
for  my  child's  life  hangs  on  a  thread.  Money  1  or 
you  shall  be  given  up  to  justice. 

[Ed!. 

Dub.  A  pleasant  meeting  thia. 

(Sits,  dock  strikes  three.) 

Re-enter  CHOPPARD  and  FOUINARD. 

Cho.  It's  striking  three. 
^Fou.  And  here  he  is. 

Dub.  (Aside.)  A  couple  of  villanous  looking  dogs ! 
These  are  my  men,  no  doubt. 
Clio.  Introduce  yourself. 

(Pushes  forward.) 
Fou.  After  you's  manners. 
Dub,  Now  for t:ie  signal.— Waiter! 

(Calling.) 

Enter  WAITEB. 

Dub.  A  glass  of  brandy. 
Cho.  Oh! 
Fou.  Ah! 

(They  make  s!yns  vulgarly  to  each  other.) 
Wat.  A  small  glass  ? 
Dub.  No;  a  bottle,  and  a  large  glass. 

(Waiter  executes  his   order,  Dulac   drinks 
twice.) 


Cho.  There  can  be  no  mistake  now.  I  beg  your 
pardon,  citizen ;  but,  from  the  workmanlike  manner 
iu  which  you  disposed  of  those  two  glasses  «f 
brandy,  I  may  presume  to  guesa  that  you  are  the 
celebrated  Dubosc. 

Dub.  You  are  right.   And  now  to  business. 

Cho*, Couldn't  we  have  a  drain  first?  We  are  un- 
commonly dry — roads  are  dusty. 

Dub.  Certainly.  Waiter,  a  bottle  of  wine ;  your 
best,  mind.  (Waiter  brings  it.)  Now  tell  me,  which 
of  you  let  out  horses  ? 

Cho.  I  do;  Pierre  Choppard,  at  your  service, 

Fou.  Otherwise  called  "The  Ugly  Mug." 

Cho.  Spooney!  hold  your  tongue;  I'm  as  hand- 
some at  you  are  any  day  iu  the  week.  If  you  doubt 
it,  look  in  the  glass! 

Dub.  We  are  still  one  short    Where  is— 

Cho.  Courriol  ?    He  never  comes  to  time, 

Fou.  Never. 

Dub.  I  shall  not  wait— time  presses.  Fouinard, 
I  want  you.  (Fouinard  goes  to  him,  they  drink  to- 
ge'her  and  converse  apart.  Dubosc  then  turns  to  Chop- 
pard.) You  have  four  horses  ? 

Cho.  I  have.  'Aside.)  Three  blind,  and  a  kicker. 

Dub.  Let  them  be,  in  a  hour  from  this,  at  the 
Barriere  de  Charenton,  ready  saddled  and  bridled. 

Cho.  All  right — I'm  awake. 

Fou.  How  much  did  you  say? 

Dub.  75.0  DO  francs  in  gold.  That  will  be  30,000 
for  me,  and  45,000  for  you. 

Clio.  A  pretty  little  sum  that !  Where  is  it  to  ba 
picked  up?— on  what  Tom  Tiddler's  ground  ? 

Dub.  You  shall  [know  when  we  are  on  horse- 
back, I  must  now  be  off.  You  wait,  and  let  Courriol 
know.  (G-jing.)  And  tell  him  to  be  punctual ;  all 
depends  on — 

Enter  COURRIOL  hastily. 

Cou.  Me !  I'm  your  man. 

Cho.  For  a  skulk  !  Shameful ! 

Cou.  It  was  not  my  fault.  I  couldn't  leave  Lc- 
surques.  (Seeing  Dubosc.)  Who's  this? 

Dub.  Explain  matters  to  him.  I  have  not  a  mo- 
ment to  lose.  Adieu.  Remember,  Fortune  smiles 
on  the  bold. 

[Exit. 

Cou.  Who  is  this  man? 

Fou.  Dubosc,  to  be  suro— the  great  Dubosc;  a 
first-rate,  and  a  great  man. 

Cou.  Dubosc !  What  a  most  extraordinary  like- 
ness to  Lesurques!  I  can  hardly  believe  my 
senses ! 

(Going.) 

Clio.  Come,  come:  we  have  no  time  to  waste,  my 
pippins — think  of  the  tin!  Oh!  my  imagination! 
What  treats  and  foods!  (Pockets  the  spoons.)  I  shall 
retire  into  genteel  society,  damme! 

[Music.    Exit. 
He-enter  Waller. 

Wai.  (Following  and  calling  after  them.)  Stop! 
stop !  the  spoons !  the  shabby  hat's  pocketed  the 
spoons ! 

SCENE  IL 

Exterior  of  an  Jnn,  with  Sign  made  out  "Au  L^on 
Blanc." 

Enter  JEROME,  from  house. 

Jer.  This  is  the  last  day  I  shall  be  landlord  of 
the  "  White  Lion."  Not  a  person  comes  near  the 
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place,  of  course,  to  drink  or  spend.    I  verily  be 
lieve  there  is  a  ban  upon  it  I    To-morrow  I  shal 

sent  to  the  sale  of  the  property;  and  then  I  eha] 
be  homeless  and  penniless. 


Enter  JOLIQUET//-om  back. 

Jol  A  letter,  sir. 

(Gi  es  it. 

Jer.  From  Donai.  Doubtless  from  my  son  Jo 
eeph.  (Reads.)  "  Dear  father,  Julie  and  myself  star 
for  Paris  to-morrow  We  have  taken  lodgings  a 
No.  18,  Rue  Montmarte.  To-morrow  -is  Julie', 
weddiug-day ;  and  she  desires  me  to  say,  she  wil 
be  very  angry  if  you  are  not  our  guest  on  this, 
most  happy  occasion.  Lose  no  time,  but  start  foi 
Paris  immediately  on  the  receipt  of  this.  Your 
affectionately,  JOSEPH  LESURQUES.  P.S.— We  shal 
sign  the  Contract  after  dinner."  I  will  go  to- 
morrow! I  shall  have  no  business  at  home,  to 
prevent  my  complying  with  my  dear  son's  request 
Yes,  I  will  go— but  he  shall  never  know  to  what  a 
state  I  am  reduced !  I'll  put  on  my  Sunday  coat— 
I  have  still  some  decent  clothes  to  wear— and  spenc 
one  day  more  of  happiness;  and  then.  (Calls 
Joliquet ! 

Jol.  (Comes  down.)  Master. 

Jer.  I  am  going  out  for  an  hour ;  look  well  to 
the  house. 

Jol.  That's  easy  enough,  master;  we  have  no- 
thing to  look  after  but  the  rats,  and  they  look  after 
themselves. 

Jer.  Except  our  stock  of  wine  and  brandy.  Take 
particular  care  to  be  in  the  way  when  the  Lyons 
Courier  conies.  He  is  the  only  customer  we  have  ; 
and,  at  all  events,  he  shall  not  complain  of  any 
want  of  attention  while  I  am  master. 

Jol.  Nor  while  I  am  man.  I'll  take  care  of  that 
—he  always  treats  me  to  a  glass. 

Jer.  Good  lad!  Give  me  my  hat  and  stick.  With 
Borrow  I  leave  this  place,  but  it  is  a  sacrifice  my 
honour  demands.  To  live  in  debt  and  difficulty  I 


never  could. 
Jol.  Master's  gone,  and  I  shall  go. 


[Exit. 
In  the  first 


place.  I  don't  think  there's  much  chance  of  a  visit 
from  thieves  and  housebreakers,  seeing  there's  no- 
thing to  break— I've  smashed  all  the  glasses. 
Ihere's  nothing  left  except  the  wine  and  brandy, 
and  that  the  thunder  turned  sour.  And  in  the  se- 
cond place,  I  want  to  spend  the  evening  with  Lo- 
lotte.  She's  such  a  comely  piece  of  goods !  Oh ! 
she  makes  one's  mouth  water.  I  can  easily  be  back 
in  time  for  the  Courier!  Hollo!  who'sthere?  Aman 
muffled  in  a  cloak— who  is  it?  How  stealthily  he 
walks  too.  Oh,  lord !  if  it  should  be  a  thief.  He 
might  rob  me! 

(Runs  into  the  house  and  is  seen  peeping  through 
half  door  as  LES  DEQUES  enters.  Lights 
half  down. 

Enter  LESURQUES  from  behind. 

Les.  I  cannot  have  been  deceived— it  was  he  !  I 
longed  to  make  myself  known  as  he  passed  me  in 
the  shade,  but  that  would  have  spoiled  all  my  in- 
tentions. Thank  heaven !  I  shall  now  be  able  to 
place  my  dear  father  in  a  position  far  above  care 
and  want  How  desolate  and  deserted  this  place 
is !  Not  a  customer  in  twelve  months,  I'll  be  sworn 
in  such  a  solitary  spot 

Jol.  You're  a  queer  customer,  anyhow 


Les.  It  is  fortunate  I  left  oiy  horse  behind  in  the 
wood,  for  nothing  do  I  see  in  shape  of  ostler  or  at- 
tendant I  will  make  bold  to  knock  at  the  door ;  I 
suppose  there  must  be  some  one  in  the  house. 
(Knocks.)  Hollo!  house! 

Jel.  Who  wants  the  house  ?   It's  to  let. 

(From  within.) 

Les.  Some  one  at  last    Come  quickly. 

Jol.  Murder!  thieves! 

Les.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  silly  fellow !  I  don't 
want  to  rob  the  house.  I  only  want  something  to 
drink. 

Jol.  Yon  won't  get  it  here— all  our  drink's  sour. 

Les.  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  friend;  if  you  don't 
open  the  door,  I'll  break  your  head.  Let  me  in  and 
draw  me  a  bottle  of  your  best  wine,  and  I'll  givo 
you  a  crown  for  yourself. 

Jol.  A  crown !  Say  no  more — you've  sweetened 
the  sour  wine.  (Opens  door  wide.)  Come  in,  Monsieur; 
mind  the  door-steps!  Two  up,  one  down— and  step 
over  the  mat;  let  me  hand  you.  A  crown!  Oh,  my 
precious  Lolotte!  won't  I  give  you  a  treat  in  sugar- 
plums and  scratch-cradles.  Excuse  my  apparaut 
rudeness,  but  there  have  been  several  robberies 
committed  here,  and  hereabouts.  Which  will  you 
take,  red,  white,  sweet,  sour,  rough  or  smooth? 

Les.  (At  table.)  I  am  not  particular. 

Jol.  That's  lucky ;  for  we've  only  one  sort,  but 
that's—— 

Les.  I  have  broken  the  chain  of  my  spur;  get 
me  a  piece  of  string,  and  I'll  see  if  I  can't  pi*t  it  to 
rights. 

Jol.  Directly,  sir.  Would  you  like  a  rope  ?  (Aside.) 
He  looks  a  thief.  (Gives  string.)  I'll  go  down  in  tho 
cellar:  there's  claret  master  keeps  for  his  particular 
friends.  Oh!  won't  it  just  make  your  hair  curl? 
See  what  it  does  for  mine. 

(Lights  candle  and  descends  trap.) 
Les.  Now  that  booby  has  gone,  I  can  execute  my 
plan.  (Takes  out purs<-.)  This  will  be  sufficient  to  pay 
my  dear  father's  debts,  and  place  him  above  the 
reach  of  want  (Music.  Exits  into  home,  and  returns.) 
To  avoid  suspicion  I  will  return  to  Paris  directly, 
My  father  will  never  suspest  this  mysterious  visit, 
or  who  has  helped  him  to  release  himself  from  dif- 
ficulties. 

{Exit. 

Jol  (Coming  up  trap.)  I've  got  it— a  bottle  of  the 
prime  sort,  No.  1,  Mr.  Traveller.  If  this  doesn't 
xstonish  you,  I  am  a  Dutchman.  Stay— I'll  light  a 
jandle.  (Uses  lucifers.)  Hollo!  where's  the  man 
gone  ?  He  han't  tumbled  down  the  well,  I  hope. 
Holloa!  Lord,  suppose  it  was  the  devil!— but  I  didn't 
see  his  tail.  He  might  have  stuffed  it  in  his  boot. 
There  is  a  smell  of  brimstone.  Oht  I'm  getting 
poorly ! 

(Sits  at  table.) 

Enter   DUBOSC.    JJe  wears  a  cloak  similar  to 
Lesurques. 

Dub.  (Entering.)  Wait  a  little— T  will  reconnoitre. 

Jol.  Ah!  there  you  are,  Monsieur.  I  have  /*ot 
he  wine  and  rare  it  is.  I  prefer  brandy  myself  • 
rat  every  one  to  his  taste,  as  the  rat  said  when  he 
)it  his  tail  off. 

Dub.  Are  you  alone? 

Jol.  Yes  — worse  luck;  Lolotte  won't  keep  me 
ompany ! 

Dub.  Something  to  drink,  quickly ! 

Jol.  I  have  just  brought  you  a  bottle. 
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(r>?F*  at  him.) 

Dmb.  Where  is  the  e*ner,  fool? 
Jol  (Afraid.)  There,  fool!  (PonUJ  I  showed  yon 

J^J°Tne man's  mad  or  drunk!  Doaslbidyou. 
or  ft  win  be  worse  for  you— fetch  four  bottles  of 
hot 
'  wish  I  could  fetch  four  bottles  of  pitch, 


*•>.) 


rOTTINABD,  CEOFPAED,  azd  COTJBBIOL. 

If  s  an  right 
JWL  (Prfi*9 
ft*,  bit  here? 

Oka  lilirf  B  to  be  done  now*—  what*  «w  caper? 
ML  In  the  fin*  place,  we  most  kffl  that  f  ooi  of  a 


!   I 


Dmb.  He  wffl  recognise  us 
111  preTcnt  that.  (To. 


Fom.  What  for? 

-betray  us. 

(Tata  pistol  out.)  This  wiD 
settfehta 

Ota.  Xoasense!  Stop  up  bis  eyes,  snd  then  beg 
Lis  pardon;  that  will  be  doing  the  thjig  polite! 
(Cklf  at  trap.)  Hand  up  a  bottle  or  two,  quickly! 

M  Tm  m 


Ox  HI  pat  the  table  sad  A  chair  over  the  temp. 
tu  ML)  Now.  if  he  gets  out  ID  forgive  him. 
/ML  That's  not  my  way  of  doing  business—  but 
you  will 

Cio.  Now  we  may  enjoy  ourselTes. 
Dab.  Only  for  a  little  whEe. 

(Thty  tit  attabfe  axd*ri»t.    doet 


Cos.  Hark!  what's  that? 

Dub.  It's  the  dock  just  struck  a  quarter  :-»  eight- 
JWL  (From  t£ox.)  Let  me  out!  Id  me  «..!  I'm 
afraid  of  the  rats. 
Oo.  This  wont  do!    ShaUIflre? 


/>«&.  Dare  to  oi>enyoi 
and  lH  cut  jour  throat! 


Oa.  Now  for  the  plan  of  attack—  what  is  it  ? 

Dub.  In  a  few  minute  s  the  Lyons  Conner  u 
Le--\  :".r  :'.:;  ;  ur:  ;;-;  .;  ctfiaK  his  horses  BOOK  bftj 
sad  water. 

C3k&  WeD,  whs*  of  that? 

Z>a«L  He  has  under  his  care  a  trank  in  which 
there  are  75,000  litres  -  which,  if  you  remember, 
we  spoke  of  this  morning. 

Cka.  I  see  now!  (£•**  te  Tun*.)  Gloricos! 
knsdMl 

OML  The  truck's  onra! 

Cfto.  But  the  icaU  courier  always  carries  pistols; 
thskvBeta  nsjhe  -•-: 

O*L  Fm  not  partial  to  leaden  p!Bs! 

Dm*.  Catch  a  weaael  asleep!—  we're  well  araMd. 

Fom.  The  pcetiHon  is  wen  armed,  toa 

Cte.  HI  tackle  Wm. 


Con.  There  is  Always! 
the  courier. 


one  who  trarela  with 


/ML  I  know  it:  that'll  be  all  right    Dnnocuat 
one  of  onrlads,  is  disguised  for  that  purpose. 
r-3-f.  CapttaJ  plan! 
DA.  The  risk  must  be  equal:  the  same  with  our 

CBSL  AH  right;  share  alike— death  or  glory! 
Da*.   Ton.  Courriol,  will  attend   the   carria 

-    •:.-•--'-  ^.:.  '  -:    :-  -.--:•  :.  /-:     -  -       ;- 
Cboppard  wffl  take  the  postilion ;  and  the  courier 


/".a. 


keep  for  myself. 


Are  you  ratdy,  boys? 


[Whetlt  hoard,  aid fOttOiam'*  «*q»  croci* 


Dtb.  Hark !  they  are  coming!  Foumard,  get  on 
before;  Conrriol,  behind  the  trees— and  Choppard, 
in  the  ditch,  {l/mae.  Aa  atmnt  dfrrtmt  rays,  bvt 
/>•*•*,  wJho  rrmuuu^  It  will  be  fire  minutes,  at 
least,  before  the  mafl  comes  up;  so  Fll  just  look 
nwnd,  and  see  if  anything  is  to  be  picked  up. 

[Jfwfc.    6fe»<*o*0a*e 
^M.  (Below.)  Mercy!  here'a  a  ghost!    Sa>-eme! 

Better  DUBOSC.  *ith  pmrx. 

5**.  Fre  made  a  trifle,  at  all  ercats;  this  wss 
lyts«  on  Oie  table, 

"••"     -     '       :..'.'-:.?     ••--.•  ••  •      • 

COTJBIfB    on    JOT,     PostHiou   tfi*- 


>  on  top.  Untie. 

Pos.  HoDo!  Jerome!  House!  White  Lion! 

•-.:--.       ~.  i:r    f:    L-.   »- 
V.     -.  :_..;; 

>tohe!p 


is  not  Joliqcet's 

Dmm.  ::-  teasl  mmrfwM,  n  I  Live 
im.    Here's  your  brandy. 


--:.;  :;•   • 


(Coar^r  a 
forwd. 

Pot.  fDruts.)  Rot  bad!    Ton  pay, 
mast  see  to  my  horses. 

Cow.  AH  rigtt    Look  sharp! 

*.  .i.  Here  yon  ire. 

(Gifts  bottle.) 

Tn.  Take  another  glacs.  Courier. 
ftwr.  Thank  you,  sir—  your  health! 

(0HM&) 
rtt  lAtbodL)  Help!  he!p!  lammnTdered! 


rZ>raxx  fwfoi  <ndno*et  mp.) 

!>**.  CFwcaJ  Dont  be  in  a  hurry! 

Cwrr  Villain!  Bat  yon  shall  not  escape—  we  *re 
two  to  two.  (To  TrocAer.)  Quick,  sir!  draw  your 
sword. 

Tro.  That's  a  settler  I 


DA  Wefl  doae'    Now  for  the  trunk! 

Cbo.  (Imstae  carri***.}  Ik*-: 

!>*-.  Duroehat,  there  is  your  eb&re—  be  off; 
Foemard.  there  a  yours  ;  Ccoppard.  there's  years; 
and  Conniol,  that  ia  for  yon.  Away,  all  of  yon  i 

[AH  rffinti  but  Dmbotc,  «*o  has  tot*  »  &e 
Ce*ritr-*  port/Wto,  a***  keittrete*. 


THE   COUBIKR   OP   LYONS. 


lol.  (In  cellar.)  Eelp,  help  !    Master,  spare  me ! 
(Shakes  cellar. 
Re-enter  JEBOilE. 

Jer.  What  can  be  the  cause  of  this  outcry?  I 
heard  shots  fired  near  the  house,  and  hastened  my 
return.  What  do  I  see?  A  robber!  Wretch!  you 
shall  not  escape.  Help!  help!  (Seizes  Dulcet; 
struggle;  Jerome  is  thrown,  Dulosc  fires  pistol  at  him 
and  escapes ;  villagers  enter  vith  lights  to  form  pic- 
ture. Jerome  rites,  staggers,  exclaiming.)  My  son! 
Horrible ! 

[Falls. 

Jol.  (Popping  his  head  from  cellar,  calling.)  Mur-  I  mother, 
dererl    Murderer! 


Jea.  There  is  but  one  way,  mademoiselle. 

JuL  Speak  out,  what  is  it  ?  do  not  be  afraid. 

Jea.  You  are  about  to  be  married— you  will  want 
some  one  to  wait  on  you — will  you  accept  my  ser- 
vices? Believe  me,  lady,  I  will  serve  you  with  all 
the  ardour  of  intense  gratitude ;  my  life  shall  be 
yours,  wholly,  only  let  me  not  be  separated  from 
my  child.  ( Weeps.)  The  daily,  hourly  affliction  of 
seeing  the  beloved  child  of  my  heart  sick  and  pine 
for  that  nourishment  that  cruel  fate  withheld— oh ; 
lady,  may  you  ever  be  spared  the  bitter  curse 
poverty  and  want  of  friends  inflicts:  may  your  life 
be  as  happy  as  mine  has  proved  wretched— this 
shall  be  the  daily  prayer  of  the 


(Kisses  her  hand,  retire*  up.) 


Jul.  Why  are  yon  reduced  to  this  wretched  con- 
'"  •  but  if  the  recital  is  painful,  spare  yourself 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L— A  Room  in  the  Souse  of  Lesvrquet  at 
Paris. 

DIDIEB,  JULIE,  andLESUKQUES  discovered. 

Did.  My  dearest  Julie,  there  will  be  thirteen  at 
table. 

Jul.  Oh,  that'll  never  do,  so  unlucky,  and  on  our 
wedding  day,  too. 

Did.  Which  yon  have  commenced  by  a  charitable 
action,  love,  so  like  yourself. 

Jul.  There  is  nothing  so  very  charitable  in  assist- 
ing one  of  my  own  sex  in  distress ;  it  seems  to  come 
naturally  to  one.  Besides,  she  and  her  child  were 
literally  starving,  dying  of  hunger  in  the  streets! 

Did.  You  are  an  angel,  Julie. 

JEANNE  appears  at  back. 


Jea.  My  history,  unhappily,  is  one  of  many  thou- 


Jul.  You  are  not  a  native  of  Paris? 

Jea,  No,  mademoiselle,  of  Bordeaux,  where  I  lived 
with  my  parents,  on  a  small  farm  near  the  city  It 
was  my  duty  to  attend  the  city,  with  the  produce 
of  our  farm.  For  several  weeks,  last  year,  a  stran- 
ger, apparently  a  gentleman,  constantly  became  a 

rcbaser  of  my  fruits;  gradually  he  affected  to 
taJie  great  interest  in  my  welfare,  promised  to  call 
I  on  my  parents,  proffering  the  assistance  of  his  ad- 
vice acd  purse;  he  came,  alas!  too  soon  for  our 
ice ;  his  manners  won  the  confidence  of  my  easy 
parents,  his  visits  became  frequent,  opportunities 
were  not  passed  to  pour  his  insidious  flattery  into 
my  ear;  gratified  and  delighted,  I  listened  to  vows 
and  promises  made  only  to  be  broken.  Heoffered  to 
ra-se  me  from  the  low  station  I  was  placed  in,  to 
the  rank  of  his  wife;  I  believed,  and  frosted ;  he, 
profiting  by  my  credul.ty,  sought  my  ruin,— I  fell! 
and  he  deserted  me.  My  poor  mother,  unable  to 
|^arjhe  reproaches  cast  upon  me  by  onrneigh- 

>verty 


— -—  — ~  —  -,~~..~g,  doubtless,  to  thank  you  for 
your  kindness.  Come  in,  madam,  come  in.  Adieu. 
love. 

Jvl.  Don't  be  long. 

(He  tosses  her  and  e     ..) 

Jea.  (Entering.)  Mademoiselle,  how  can  I  thank 
yon  sufficiently!  But  for  your  aid,  I  and  iny  poor 
child  would  have  died  of  hunger.  Heaven  reward 
you,  for  I  never  can ! 

Jul.  Don't  tremble  so.  Sit  down  nearer,  and  tell 
me  something  of  your  history.  No  tears,  all  will 
yet  be  well.  Come,  come,  now  pray  look  hapny 
your  husband,  I  presume,  is  dead. 

Jea.  (Hesitating.)  Yes,  mademoiselle,  I  am  a 
widow. 

Jul  But  yon  surely  have  some  friends  or  rela- 
tions ? 

Jea.  Alas!  none.  To-day  I  expected  to  have  re- 
ceived some  money, but  I  was  disappointed;  other- 
wise I  should  have  been  able  to  have  reached  Alsace 
with  my  child. 

Jul.  Well! 

Jea.  As  it  was,  I  was  completely  destitute ;  and 
had  it  not  been  for  your  goodness,  I  and  my  poor 
coild  must  have  starved  in  the  streets  of  Paris. 

Jul.  Nevermind,  that's  all  over  now;  tell  me  how 
I  can  permanently  assist  you. 


ication nj , 


not  the  cries  of  one  who  it  wa.c.  w  mo  man  me— 
my  innocent  child— it  was  for  him  I  struggled,  it 
was  for  him  I  traced  his  erne!  fatter  to  Paris,  and 
asked  for  bread,  which  was  heartlessly  refused- 
overwhelmed  with  fatigue  and  hunger,  I  fainted  in 
the  streets,  when  you  charitably  saw  and  helped 
me;  may  the  grateful  thanks  of  a  contrite  heart  be 


Jul.  FOOT  girl!  your  sufferings  have  more  than 
atoned  for  the  faults  you  have  committed.  I  accept 
you  freely,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  but  I  must 
consult  my  father  and  M.  Didier,  although  I  an- 
ticipate no  difficulty  from  either,  so  you  must  hoce 
for  the  best 

Jea.  lleaven  bless  you,  Mademoiselle,  if  you  knew 
what  a  terrible  weight  you've  relieved  me' from,  all 
the  dread  of  anticipated  starvation. 

Enter  DIDEEE,  conducting  COUBBIOLu 
Did.  Monsieur  CourrioL 


me  to  offer  you  my 
congratulations  on  this  happy  event 

Welcome,  Monsi:nr  CourrioL    (To  Jeinne. 


THE  COUBIEE  OP  LYONS. 


who  is  about  to  retire.)    Do  not  go,  my  father  will  re- 
turn directly. 
Did.  Here  he  cornea 

Enter  LESUEQUES,  GUEENAN,  and  LAM- 
BEET. 

Les.  This  way,  my  friends,  this  way.  Julie  wil^ 
receive  you. 

Enter  other  guests. 

Jul.  Papa,  this  is  the  poor  woman  I  spoke  to  you 
about  this  morning,  she  wishes  to  enter  my  ser- 
vice. 

Les.  Quite  right^  I  can't  object  if  you  like  it. 
What  is  her  name  ? 

Jea,  Jeanne,  sir.  (Raises  her  eyes  to  Lesurques.) 
Ah! 

Jul.  Why  did  you  start  and  scream  so,  on  seeing 
my  father. 

Jea.  I— I  was  struck  by  the  likeness. 

Les.  Compose  yourself,  I  have  no  doubt  you  will 
serve  my  daughter  faithfully. 

Jea.  Thank  you,  sir,  sincerely,  for  your  good 
opinion;  I  will  endeavour  to  deserve  it  (Aside.) 
What  an  extraordinary  likeness. 

Les.  Now,  friends,  I  must  shew  you  our  rooms, 
which  I  trust  do  credit  to  my  taste. 

Gue.  Mademoiselle,  allow  me  to  offer  you  my 
arm. 

Did.  I  beg  pardon,  but— (Smiles.) 

Out.  Of  course  I  most  willingly  cede  my  claims. 

(All  laugh  and  exit,  but  Jeanne  and  Courriol.) 

Cou.  What  likeness,  my  good  girl,  was  it  that 
struck  you  so  ? 

Jea.  No  one's,  sir,  I — 

Cou.  (Aside.)  She  hesitates;  has  she  perceived 
the  extraordinary  resemblance  that  exists  between 
Dubosc  and  this  Lesurques.  (Aloud.)  You  don't  an- 
swer my  question. 

Jea.  Pardon  me,  sir;  it  is  painful  for  me  to  do 
HO  ;  some  one  is  coming. 

Enter  DAUBENTON. 

Dau.  (To  Jeanne.)  I  want  to  see  Monsieur  Le- 
surques. 

Jea.  He  is  here,  sir. 

Dau.  Announce  Monsieur  Daubenton,  Judge  of 
the  Pont  Neuf  division. 

Jea.  Monsieur  Daubenton,  Mademoiselle. 

Jul.  (Entering  hastily.)  Ah,  Monsieur,  my  father 
will  be  delighted  to  see  you;  I  will  run  and  tell 
him  you  are  here. 

Dau.  Don't  trouble  yourself,  I  fear  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  remain  long. 

Jul  Indeed!  Why  not? 

Dau.  I  have  just  received  intelligence  that  a 
dreadful  murder  has  been  committed  not  far  from 
Paris,  at  Lieursaint;  the  business  has  been  put 
into  my  hands,  and  I  have  to  examine  the  wit- 
nesses, BO  that  I  have  no  time  to  lose. 

Cou.  At  Lieursaint !  the  devil. 

Jea.  (Announces  from  lack.)  Monsieur  Jerome  Le- 
Burquee. 


Jul.  Dear,  dear  grandfather! 
Jer.  My  child !  (Kisses  her.) 
Jul.  You  are  the  guest   papa  expected,  then. 
Come,  sit  down ;  I'm  so  delighted  to  see  you  again. 
(Seats  him  on  sofa.) 


Jer.  Your  father  expected  me,  did  he?  Sty 
rogue. 

Jul.  Oh,  yes,  did  he  not,  Didier  ?  This,  grandpapa, 
is  my  future  husband ;  he  is  prepared  to  love  you 
as  much  as  I  do. 

Did.  I  am,  indeed,  sir. 

Jer.  Is  your  father  at  home,  love. 

Jul.  Yes  ;  I'll  call  him. 

Jer.  No,  no ;  let  me  see  him  alone. 

Did.  Allow  me  to  fetch  him.  [Exit*. 

Jul.  Grandpapa,  how  pale  you  look. 

Cou.  Are  you  from  the  country,  sir  ? 

Jer.  Lieursaint. 

Dau.  Pray,  sir,  do  you  know  a  person  who  keeps 
an  inn,  the  "White  Lion,"  they've  named  Jerome? 

Jer.  I  am  the  man,  sir. 

Jul.  Grandpapa,  Monsieur  Daubeuton  was  telling 
us  of  a  murder  committed  last  night  at  Lieur- 
saint 

Re-enter   LESUEQUES,    GUEENAN    and  LAM- 
BEET. 

Lts.  Father,  I  am  indeed  glad  to  see  you  occe 
more  restored  to  us.  Are  you  quite  well? 

Jer.  (Coldly.)  Yes. 

Les.  You  look  pale.   What  is  the  matter  ? 

Jer.  (More  coldly,  and  shuddering.)  I  have  been 
wounded  in  the  arm. 

Les"'  }    Wounded? 

Jer.  It  is  nothing— a  mere  scratch. 

Dau.  It  is  most  fortunate  we  have  met;  my  officers 
are  everywhere  searching  for  you ;  you  must  toll 
everything  you  know  relative  to  this  atrocious 
affair. 

Les.  (Calls  off.)  Jacques,  (Servant  enters.)  give 
Monsieur  Daubeuton  a  chair. 

(Servant  gives  a  chair  to  Daiibcnlon,  and 
wheels  up  to  it  a  table  with  writing  mate- 
rials.) 

Jer.  But  I 

Jul.  Oh,  but  you  must,  grandpapa,  if  only  to 
satisfy  my  curiosity,  tell  everything. 

Les.  Certainly,  father,  it  is  but  just  that  the  mis- 
creant should  be  brought  to  punishment 

(Courriol  displays  agitation,) 

Jer.  Well,  Joseph,  if  I  must,  I  must  (Signi- 
ficantly.) Know,  then,  that  the  Courier  of  the  Lyons 
Mail  was  last  night  murdered  at  my  door. 

Jul.  Ah!  (Screams.) 

Les.  Last  night?  at  what  time  ? 

Jer.  (Aside.)  His  audacity  appals  me? 

Dau.  (Waiting.)  What  was  the  hour? 

Jer.  (With  forced  calmness.)  The  courier  was  at 
my  house  at  eight  o'clock  last  night 

Dau.  ( Writing.)  Did  you  see  the  crime  committed  ? 

Jtr.  No,  I  was  absent  at  the  time. 

Dau.  Where  was  your  waiter? 

Les.  Ah,  a  lout  of  a  boy. 

Jer.  (Quickly.)  You  know  him,  then?  The  mur- 
derers locked  him  in  the  cellar. 

Cou.  (Agitated.)  They  know  all. 

Jer.  Consequently,  he  saw  nothing. 

Dau.  I  believe  you  heard  the  report  of  fire-arms  ? 

Jer.  I  did. 

Dau.  You  were  slightly  wounded  by  a  shot  from 
one  of  the  murderers? 

Jer.  I  was. 

Dau.  Whom  you  saw  ? 

Jer.  As  clearly  as  I  see  my  son  before  me. 
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Dau.  Monsieur  Jerome,  you  have  a  painful  duty 
to  perform,  follow  me  to  my  offic. 

(Goes  vp. 

Let.  You  will  break  poor  Julie's  heart  if  you  take 
away  her  grandpapa ;  you  can  take  his  depositions 
here. 

Jul  Do,  pray,  sir. 

Dau.  I  would  with  pleasure,  but — 

Les.  Why  not  here  as  well  as  elsewhere, — we  wil 
give  you  up  this  room  for  an  office,  and  shoulc 
anything  of  importance  come  out,  you  can  then 
leave  us. 

Cou.  (Aside.)  I  dare  not  go,  it  would  excite  sus 
picion. 

Les.  I  am  sure  you  cannot  refuse  Julie. 

Jul.  Oh,  no !  pray,  Monsieur  Courriol,  ask  him  to 
stay. 

Cou.  (Hesitating.)  I— I  am  sure  you  cannot  refuse 
a  lady's  request.  (Aside.)  Curse  her. 

Les.  (Smiles.)  It  is  bard,  that  we  who  are  innocent 
should  suffer  for  the  guilty. 

Jer.  Can  I  believe  my  ears  ?  such  audacity  ap- 
pears incredible. 

Dan.  Well,  be  it  as  you  wish,  I  will  remain  for 
Julie's  sake. 

Les.  That  is  right;  now  Julie,  you  had  better  see 
about  dinner;  but  first  see  if  your  grandfather's 
arm  be  properly  dressed.  She  is  a  capital  nurse,  I 
assure  you. 

Jer.    (Aside.)  This  surpasses  all. 

Jul.  Come,  Grandpapa. 


(Julie  conducts  Jerome,  who  is  dejected  and 
sunk  in  mournful  astonishment.  Exeunt  to- 
gethtr.) 

Les.  (To  Daubenton.)  I  wish  to  speak  one  word  to 
you;  pardon  me,  my  friends,  for  a  few  moments. 

(To  Courroil,  Guernan,  and  Lambert.) 
Cou.  (Aside.)  What  can  he  have  to  say? 

[They  all  rttir*. 

Les.  Do  not  question  my  father  more  than  is 
necessary,  this  dreadful  business  seems  to  worry 
and  annoy  him. 

Dau.  I  must  confront  the  criminal  with  him. 

Gue.  (To  Lesurques.)  You  never  told  me  that  your 
father  lived  at  Lieursaint. 

Les.  He  kept  the  place  of  his  retreat  a  secret  from 
any  one,  but  me. 

Dau.  (To  Lesurques,)  You  were  at  Lieursaint 
yesterday  ? 

Les  (Hesitating.)  No,  I— I  rode  as  far  as  Viii- 
cennes. 

Enter  JEANNE. 
Monsieur  le  Judge. 


(Gives  letter.) 
two   Gensd'armes    have 


Dau.  What  is  it  ? 
Jea.    An  Officer    ond 
brought  a  witness  here. 
Les.  Come,  friends. 

[All  exeunt  but  Daubenton  and  Jeanne- 
Dau.  Admit  them. 

[Jeanne   exits  and   returns  with  two    Gens- 
d'armes, an  Officer  of  Police,  and  Joliquet. 
Dau.  Whom  have  you  there,  officer? 
Off.  The  waiter  of  the  Inn  at  Lieursaint. 
Dau.  The  lad  whom  the  murderers  locked  in  the 
eellar.  (Sits  on  Sofa.)   What  is  your  name  ? 
Jol.  Bibo  Joliquet,  an'  please  you. 
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Dau.  Where  were  you  during  the  perpetration  cf 
these  murders? 

Jol.  In  a  beer  barrel. 

Dau.  Was  there  anything  that  tock  vour  atten- 
tion previous  to  your  being  in  the  cellar? 
^JpL  Yes,  Monsieur,  a  great  deal;  a  man  in  a 
riding-cloak  and  with  his  hat  slouched  over  his 
eyes,  came  to  our  house  soon  after  seven  o'clock 
yesterday  evening,  and  called  for  a  bottle  of  wine; 
besides  this,  I  give  him  some  string  to  mend  his 
spur,  which  was  broken,  I  am  sure  I  should  know 
him  again. 

(Daitbenton  writes.) 
Re-enter  COURRIOL, 

Jol.  That's  one  of  them,  sir. 

Dau.  What  do  you  mean? 

Jot.  That's  the  man  who  shut  me  in  the  cellar, 
and  wanted  to  do  my  business. 

Cou.  (Aside.)  If  I  hesitate,  I  am  lost.  (Advances  on 
Joliquet.)  What  do  you  say  ? 

(Courriol  rushes  at  Joliquet,  they  struggle  and 
are  separated  by  the  Gend'arfnes.) 


Dau.  Sir,  this  violence  is  most  indecent. 
Enter  JULIE,  JEROME,  and  Guests,  LESURQUES' 
GUERNAN,  LAMBERT,  and  DID1ER? 

Les.  What  is  this  disturbance  ? 

Jol.  (Points  to  Lesurques.)  That's  another  of  them. 

Les.  I! 

Cou.  (Aside.)  The  likeness  to  Dubosc  has  done 
it. 

Dau.  This  is  absurd— you  might  as  well  accuse 
me! 

Jol.  I'm  right.  This  is  the  man  who  broke  his 
spur— I'd  swear  it!  I  gave  the  string  to  mend  it — 
(Points.)— there  it  is! 

Dau.  This  gentleman  was  at  Vincennes  yester- 
day; he  has  just  told  us  so. 

Jer.  He  never  was  at  Lieursaint. 

Les.  Nay,  father,  concealment  is  useless.  I  did 
go  tLere,  and  Courriol  procured  me  a  horse  for  the 
purpose. 

Cou.  (Aside.)  I'm  in  for  it  again ! 

Dau.  I  understand  you  to  say,  that  you  rode  to 
Ueursaint  with  Monsieur  Courriol  ? 

Les.  No.  I  went  alone. 

Dau.  And  you  rode  to  your  father's  house? 

Les.  I  did. 

Dau.  And  you  broke  and  repaired  a  spur  in  the 
manner  spoken  off  by  the  witness? 

Les.  Certainly. 

Dau.  Are  you  aware  that  he  accuses  you  of  being 
concerned  in  the  murder  last  night?  ' 

Les.  Accuses  me! 

Jer.  No,  no!  Joliquet  cannot  be  positive! 

Jol.  Can't  I,  though  ?  Let  him  speak  the  truth, 
le  did  see  me ! 

Les.  I  left  the  house  while  you  were  iia  the  cellar, 
whither  you  had  gone,  by  my  orders,  to  fetch  up 
"ome  wine. 

Jol.  (To  Jerome.)  Yes.  Must  I  say  yes,  master  or 
no,  eh  ? 

Les.  Father,  you  must  know  the  reason  of  my 
going  to  Lieursaint  ? 

Jer.  Indeed,  no! 

Les.  I  don't  wish  to  make  a  boast  of  it ;  but  what 
lid  you  find  on  your  return  home  ? 

Jer.  I?— nothing. 

Les.  Did  you  not  find  a  bag  on  the  table  in  vou- 
oom? 
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Jer.  A  bag  on  the  table?  I  don't  understand 
you. 

Les.  The  money  I  left  for  you.  Pray,  speak !  and 
clear  me  from  this  horrible  suspicion. 

Jet .  My  son !  my  son  ! 

(FaJh  exhausted  or.  a  chair.     Julie  goes  to  his 
assistance, 

Les  Surely,  1  must  be  in  a  hideous  dream ! 

Dau.  1  ask  you  again,  are  you  sure  that  Monsieur 
Lesurques  is  the  person  you  saw  at  youi  master's 
yesterday  evening  ? 

Jal.  I  can  swear  to  both  of  them ! 

Dau.  Gend'armes,  in  the  name  of  the  law,  arrest 
those  men! 

(Gend'armes  stize  Courriol  and  Lesurques.) 


Jul.  Father! 

Dau.  My  child!  my  child  1 


(Faints  at  his  feet.) 


SCENE  IL— A  Chambtr  in  the  house  oj  Lesurquet. 
Enter  JEANNE. 

Jea.  'Tis  impossible !  ID  the  teeth  of  all  the  evi- 
dence, nothing  shall  ever  make  me  believe  that 
Monsieur  Lesurque?  Is  guilty!  Nc  doubt,  all  are 
deceived  by  this  unfortunate  likenes?  tc  the  villain 
Dubosc.  My  heart  bleeds  foi  them! — would  1  could 
assist  them,  ii  only  tor  the  young  lady's  sake,  tc 
whom  I  owe  so  much 

Enter  JULIE,  with  c  letter. 

Jul.  Jeanne! 

Jea.  (Aside.}  Her  eyes  are  quite  red  with  weeping 
— poor,  poor  thing :  (Alovd.,  Yes,  ma'amseile. 

Jul.  No  one  has  returned  '• 

Jea.  No  one— not  even  Monsieui  Didier. 

Jul.  I  expected  as  much.  He  has  fallen  from  ue 
like  the  rest.  This  horrid  report  soon  circulates. 

Jea.  Nay,  mademoiselle,  he  has  been  prevented 
from  returning.  I  am  sure  you  will  see  him  im- 
mediately. 

Jul  Should  he  return,  you  will  not  let  him  in. 
but  give  him  this  letter. 

[Exit  Jeanne. 

Enter  DIDIER. 

Did.  Julie— dear  Julie ! 

Jul.  Monsieur  Didier! 

Did.  Monsieur  Didier  I  How  coldly  you  receive 
me.  Believe  me,  my  absence  was  unavoidable  foi 
an  hour  or  two. 

Jul.  Nay,  do  not  excuse  yourself.  I  have  nc 
cause  of  reproach  against  you. 

DM.  Why,  then 

Jul.  Believe  me,  I  have  no  reason  to  be  offended 
with  you.  Your  conduct  towards  me  has  been 
most  generous -most  noble.  I  must  be*  of  you  to 
read  this  letter,  which  explains  my  sentiments 
most  fully.  (Going.) 

Did.  You  will  not  leave  me  thus  ? 

Jul.  Read  the  letter,  I  entreat  you.  There  is  one 
word  which  my  hand  has  had  the  courage  to  write, 
but  which  my  heart  and  lips  refuse  to  utter. 

Did.  What  word?  Julie,  you  alarm  me!  Tell  me 
what  mean  you. 


Jul.  Farewell ! 

Did.  (Crushing  letter.)  What  have  I  done  to  deserve 
this? 

Ju'.  I  have  a  duty  which  must  be  performed, 
however  painful.  Didier,  you  area  man  of  honour, 
one  whose  character  is  without  stain,  and  think 
you  1  would  allow  you  tc  link  your  fate  with  mine, 
the  daughter  of  a  criminal— a  supposed  felon  ? 

Did.  Julie ! 

Jul.  Nay,  do  not  misunderstand  me.  I  am  con- 
vinced that  my  father  ie  incapable  of  the  horrid 
crime  laid  to  his  charge ;  the  experience  of  a  life 
tells  me  this.  But  that  is  nothing.  The  world 
thinks  otherwise.  I  am  the  daughter  of  Lesurques; 
ruin  has  fallen  upon  our  house,  which  we  must 
bear  alone.  Didier,  from  this  moment  1  release  you 
from  your  engagement  Go,  forget  me,  and  may 
you  be  happy ! 

Did.  Just  now  you  were  pleased  tc  speak  of  me 
as  a  man  of  honour  ;  I  trust  1  am  so.  But  think 
you  1  should  be  acting  in  accordance  with  that 
character  were  1  to  desert  you  now  ?  Dear  Julie,  I 
am  hurt— moat  deeply  hurt— that  you  should  think 
sc  meanly  of  me.  Believe  me,  I  love  you  more  in 
youi  affliction,  it  that  be  possible,  than  m  the  lull 
blaze  of  youi  prosperity ! 

JuL  1  expected  no  less  from  youi  generous  and 
noble  heart. 

Dia.  Besides,  there  is  every  probability  that  your 
lather's  innocence  will  be  made  clear,  beyond  the 
shadow  of  a  doubt.  Some  new  evidence  has  been 
discovered  this,  very  hour. 

Jul,  Where?  where? 

Did.  At  Montgeron,  a  village  near  the  scene  ot 
the  murder.  It  appears  that  some  men  on  horse- 
back had  stopped  to  bait  at  the  principal  postiug- 
house  at  the  place,  and  the  people  of  the  inn  have 
identified  the  horses  as  belonging  to  a  man  of  the 
name  of  Choppanl,  for  whom  a  most  rigorous 
search  has  been  instituted,  as  I  believe,  uot  in 
vain. 

Jul.  Yes— yes— and  the  people  of  the  inn  ? 

Did.  Declare  most  positively  they  would  unpw 
the  men  again,  should  they  be  confronted  with 
them. 

Jul.  One  hope,  then,  is  ours! 

Did.  They  are  in  the  house,  and  Monsieur  Dau- 
benton  has  ordered  them  tc  be  Immediately  con- 
fronted with  youi  father,  being  convinced  of  his 
innocence.  Thus  the  witness  will  be  examined  in 
a  quiet  way,  with  the  apparent  absence  of  every- 
thing legal  and  imposing,  hoping  the  evidence  will 
clear  our  deai  father's  name  without  a  doubt 

Jul.  All  hope  is,  then,  not  lost. 

Did.  1  am  sanguine  oi  the  result ;  Choppard,  the 
man  the  horses  were  hired  of,  being  taken,  and 
there  ie  every  reason  tc  believe  he  will  make  some 
important  disclosures.  But,  dearest,  pray  appear 
composed,  it  will  BC  distress  youi  father. 

Enter  DAUBENTON. 

Dau.  That  is  also  my  request ;  restrain  your 
feelings,  and  dc  not  let  me  have  tc  regret  that  I 
have  so  far  warped  my  duty  tc  friendship,  by 
bringing  your  father  here,  instead  ol  examining  him 
in  prison. 

JuL  I  will  be  all  you  can  desire,  though  my  heart 
break  in  the  struggle. 

Dau.  That  I  am  sure  you  will  I  have  ordered 
Choppard  to  be  brought  here  first. 

(They  tit.} 
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Did  Courage,  dearest  ;  we  must  nope  for  the 
best, 

[CHOPPARD  w  brought  in  at  back  in  charge 
ojan  Officer. 

Dan  (To  Choppard.)  La  this  the  witness  Chop- 
pard? 

Clio  Pierre  Choppard,  horse  dealer,  commonly 
called  Ugly-mug,  by  his  intimate  friends. 

(Boies.) 

La*.  No  levity  here,  sir.  (To  Officer.)  Leave 
as. 

(Officer  e  rils.) 

Cho.  (Aside.)  What's  the  rig  next,  I  wonder? 

Dau.  How  comes  it,  Monsieur  Choppard,  that 
you  disappeared  from  the  neighbourhood  on  the 
night  of  the  murder,  and  have  been  missing  till 
now  ? 

Cho.  1  was  suddenly  called  away  on  particular 
busings. 

Dau.  1  thought  your  business  lay  at  Paris  ? 

Cho.  True,  but  my  wife  looks  after  that;  she's  an 
excellent  woman. 

Enter  LESURQUES  and  COURRTOL.  guarded  by 
two  Gend'armts  ;  JEANNE  precedes  them. 

Jul.  (Rushes  towards  Lesurques.)  Father  ! 
Cho.  (Aside  and  starting.)  Dubose! 

f  Juhe  ana  Les-.-rques  embrace  ;  Dldier  grasps 
Lesurqnes  hand. 

Dau.  (To  Choppard.)  Do  you  know  both  or  either 
of  these  persons? 

Cho.  (Aside.)  Now  for  it.  (Aloud.)  Yes,  I  know 
Monsieur  Courriol.  (To  him.)  1  nope  you  are  quite 
well,  sir,  and  all  the  family. 

Dau.  Tell  me  \vhat  you  remember  relative  to  the 
8th  Floreal. 

Cho.  Nothing  parti.ju!,i:-.  tli  ink  fate  ;  1  ate,  tiraniz, 
and  slept  as  usual. 

Duu.  No  levity,  sir.  Did  Monsieur  Courriol  Hire 
a  horse  of  you  on  that  day  ? 

Cou.  I  have  often  hired  a  horse  of  you,  have  1 
not,  Choppard  ? 

Cho.  Of  course  you  have.  Allow  me  to  solicit  a 
continuance  of  your  favours.  N.B.  No  credit,  cock- 
tails, nor  ginger-. 

Duu.  Pray,  are  you  acquainted  with  the  person  of 
any  one  else  here  ? 

Cho.  (Aside.)  Tto  plant  is  not  badly  meant,  but 
it  won't  do.  (Aloud.)  No,  sir,  they  don't  belong  to 
the  ugly-mugs. 

Dau.  (Indtcatiiifj  Lesurques.)  This  gentleman,  for 
instance. 

Cho.  Never  sa.v  him  before  in  all  my  life. 

Jul.  I  breathe  again. 

Did.  Hush,  dearest. 

Dau.  You  will  be  pleased  to  observe  that  this 
gentleman  was  at  your  Uouse  on  the  8th. 

Cho.  At  my  house  ? 

[Telegraphs  to  Lesurques,  who  is  lost  in  asia- 


Les.  I  was  at  your  house  on  the  8th  Floreal,  there 
is  no  secret  in  that. 

Cho.  Well,  if  you  were,  I  never  saw  you,  I  was 
not  at  home. 

Dau.  If  you  were  not  at  home,  where  were 
you? 

Cho.  1  don't  remember.  I'll  ask  my  wife. 

Cou.  If  you  will  allow  me,  Monsieur  le  Juge,  1 


will  assist  his  memory  (Signs  of  as  ent  from,  Dau- 
benton.)  You  were  at  Monsieur  Choppard  s  about 
four  o'clock,  I  think,  Lesurques  ? 

Cho.  (Aside.)  Why,  it's  not  Dubosc  after  all,  then 
all's  right;  I'm  dumb! 

Cou.  It  was  about  four  o'clock,  at  which  tirr.o 
Choppard  was  at  home. 

Les.  I  never  saw  him.  If  he  were. 

Cho.  And  now  1  come  to  recollect,  I  was  at  horn'1 
at  four  o'clock;  ask  my  wife. 

Cou.  Did  Monsieur  Lesurques  hire  one  of  your 
horses? 

Cho.  Yes,  a  skewball,  with  a  cocktail  and 
spavin. 

Cho.  Pray  was  I  with  Monsieur  Lesurques,  or  did 
I  hire  ahorse  on  that  day? 

Cho.  No,  I'll  take  my  oath  of  that !  You  had  no 
money. 

Dau.  This  will  not  do ;  it  is  irrelevant  to  the  busi- 
ness in  question. 

Cou.  L  wish  to  prove  my  innocence ! 

Cho.  Yes,  citizen  judge;  we  areas  innocent  as 
the  babby  unbirn,  both  of  us ! 

Cou.  Perhaps,  Monsieur  le  Jugn,  you  will  nave 
the  kindness  to  ask  Lesurques  if  I  went  to  Lieur- 
saint? 

Z/e.?.  Not  with  me. 

Cho.  And  now,  citizen  Judge,  as  you  bave  taken 
my  deposition,  you  will  allow  me  to  go ;  I  have 
very  particular  business  to  transact;  besides,  [ 
want  my  dinner,  and  my  wife  prefers  it  hot. 

Dau.  Your  presence  is  yet  needed. 

Cho.  This  is  very  pretty  treatment  for  a  free  Ci- 
tizen of  the  Republic!  allow  my  mutton  to  cool! 

Dau.  cSilcnce!  sir.  Monsieur  Lesurques  you  will 
sit  here,  beside  your  daughter-,  you,  .Monsieur 
Courriol,  Dy  Monsieur  Didier,  ana  you. "Monsieur 
Choppard,  by  me.  Take  your  places  at  once. 

(They  do  &o.\ 

Cho.  (Murmurs.)  Well,  it  is  deucea  hard  to  be 
obliged  to  stop  here,  and  keep  the  dinner  waiting 
at  home. 

Les.  (To  Julie.)  Way,  weep  not,  my  child,  all  will 
yet  be  well. 

Jul.  Pray  neaven  it  may. 

Les.  I  am  sure  it  will.  But  where  is  my  poor 
father? 

Enter  JEANNE,  introducing  an  Old  Man,  hi* 
Daughter,  and  a  PoA-boy ;'  JEROME  also  enters 
and  sils  at  back. 

Old  M.  You  sent  for  me,  Monsieur  le  Judge. 

Dau.  I  did  so— you  are  the  post-master  of  Mont- 
geroii,  and  it  appears  that  the  supposed  murderers 
of  the  Lyons  Mail  Courier  were  seen  at  your  house  ? 

0!d  M.  They  were. 

Dau.  I  am  informed  you  can  identify  their  per- 
sons! 

Les.  (Aside.)  Then  1  am  cleared. 

Chn.  (Aside.)  The  old  rip ! 

Old  M.  On  the  8th,  four  men  on  Horseback 
alighted  at  my  house. 

Xtece.  One  of  them  w!;om  I  remarked  to  be  a  tall 
thin  man,  called  for  a  large  glass  of  brandy,  with 
which  I  served  him,  I  especially  observed  his  ap- 
pearan^e,  as  it  struck  me  as  peculiar. 

o!d  M.  The  strongest,  however,  I  have  reserved. 

Dan.  Let  us  have  it. 

Old  M.  One  of  the  men,  who  had  the  appeiranco 
of  a  horse  ehaunter,  kept,  from  habit  1  presume, 
striking  his  boot  with  a  riding  whip  he  held  in  his 
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hand,  and  prefaced  ejery  word  he  spoke  with  an 
oath? 

Cho.  (Aside.)  Curse  it,  that's  me! 

Dau.  You  say  you  could  positively  identify  this 
person. 

OldM.  I  could.  Soon  after  the  party  had  left  my 
house,  I  perceived  that  the  one  of  whom  I  spoke 
just  now,  had  left  his  whip  behind ;  I  knew  the 
road  they  had  taken,  and  ran  after  him  to  restore 
it,  but  was  too  late,  as  they  were  out  of  sight;  in 
about  half  an  hour  he  returned,  swearing  like  a 
trooper,  and  halloing  for  his  whip ;  I  returned  it 
to  him,  and  so  roughly  did  he  take  it,  that  a  small 
silver  plate  dropped  from  it  on  the  ground. 

Dau.  Did  he  pick  it  up? 

Old  M.  No,  he  was  in  too  great  a  hurry,  I  found 
it  afterwards,  and  produce  it  for  your  inspection, 
you  will  see  it  has  two  letters  engraved  on  it,  a  P 
and  a  C. 

Dau.  Monsieur  Pierre  Choppard,  what  do  you 
Bay  to  this  ? 

Cho.  Say,  why— oh,— I'll— I'll  ask  my  wife ! 

Old  M.  That's  the  man!  I'll  swear  to  him  among 
o  hundred. 

Cho.  Oh,  he'll  swear  anything — 

Let.  I  am  saved ! 

Niece.  (Recognizing  Lesurques.)  And  that  Is  the 
man  I  served  with  the  brandy, 

Jul.  Great  heaven ! 

Post  B.  And  I  can  swear  to  the  third. 

Cho.  Great  cry  and  little  wool,  as  the  devil  said 
when  he  sheared  his  pig.  I  suppose  mine  is  not  the 
only  name  that  has  a  P  and  a  o  in  it. 

Dau.  Possibly  not,  but  you  will  perceive  that  the 
plate  exactly  fits  this  whip,  which  the  Officer  found 
at  your  house. 

Chi.  What  of  that?  you  can't  prove  it  is  my 
whip.  Ask  my  wife. 

Dau.  In  addition  to  that.,  here  are  two  cheques 
for  500  livres  each,  found  at  your  house,  which 
were  taken  from  the  Courier's  pocket-book;  the 
numbers  are  159  and  180. 

Cho.  (Aside.)  Bagged  at  last!  well,  what's  the 
odds! 

Dau.  Before  I  commit  you  to  prison,  have  you 
anything  to  say: 

Cho.  No,  my  blessed  wife  will  talk  for  me. 

Les.  Gentlemen,  by  all  you  hold  sacred,  at  least 
confess  that  I  was  not  with  you  at  Montgeron— 
that  I  am  innocent 

Cho.  We're  all  in  the  same  boat 

Les  Have  you  any  conscience— have  you  any 
human  feelings  left?  Courriol,  one  word  of  yours 
will  save  me ! 

COM.  My  deal  sir,  I  have  nc  doubt  you  are  as  in- 
nocent as  I  am  myself !  none  of  us  had  anything 
tc  dc  with  it : 

Cho  Of  course  -wt  hadn't,  we  are  all  innocent, 
only  no  one  believes  it  (Aside.;  Dubosc  is  saved! 

Les.  (To  Old  Man.)  You  can  have  no  cause  of  en- 
mity against  me;  confess  you  are  mistaken,  look 
at  me  well;  is  mine  the  face  of  a  hardened  villain, 
a  murderer?  I  appeal  to  you,  Mademoiselle,  do  I 
look  an  associate  of  such  men  as  these— am  I  likely 
to  have  gamed  and  drunk  with  them?  (To  Boy.) 
My  friend,  will  you  suffer  an  innocent  man  to 
mount  the  scaffold  ?  Do  not  let  my  blood  rest  upon 
your  heads,  polluting  as  it  must  your  paths  through 
life ;  on  my  knees  I  beg— I  implore  you ;  what — 
silent,  all  ?  Oh  !  I  shall  go  mad  !  mad!  mad  ! 

Dau.  (Aside.)  TLis  is  the  most  strange !  (To  Offi- 
cer.) '  Convey  the  witnesses  to  my  house,  they  shall 


there  sign  their  depositions ;  away  with  the  pri- 
soners to  La  Force.  (Officers  guard  off  Courriol  and 
Choppard,  Didier  looks  to  Julie.)  She  is  fainting, 
poor  child ! 

(Didier  leads  off  Julie,  almost  fainting.) 

Lrs.  My  child,  too,  gone,  without  a  word!  my 
cup  of  misery  is  almost  full.  Father,  you  at 
least— 

Jer.  Allow  me,  Monsieur  le  Juge,  to  say  a  word 
in  private  to  my  unhappy  son. 

Dau.  I  will  allow  ten  minutes,  at  the  end  of  which 
time  the  officers  will  convey  him  to  prison  for 
immediate  trial. 

[Exit  Daubenton. 

Jer.  We  have  no  moments  to  lose.  Listen  to  me, 
guilty  one ! 

Les.  Father,  you,  at  least,  will  believe  me  inno- 
cent? 

Jer.  Keep  such  expressions  as  thess  for  your 
defence  before  the  court.  Let  me  be  spared  the  pain 
of  believing  you  an  hypocrite  as  well  as  a  villain. 

Les.  Hypocrite 

Jer.  Yes ;  I  am  neither  the  Judge  or  the  Jury,  on 
me  these  specious  phrases  are  all  lost 

Les.  Father,  this  is  too  much,  even  these  mis- 
creants had  not  dared  to  wound  my  feelings  thus. 

Jer.  Perhaps  not;  nor  had  they,  steeped  as  they 
are  to  the  very  heart  in  crime,  have  dared  to  raise 
their  hands  against  a  parent's  life. 

Les.  I!  -what  mean  you,  father? 

Jer.  That  when  I  rushed  to  tha  scene  of  blood- 
shed, attracted  thither  by  your  victim's  cries,  you 
grappled  with  me,  struck  me  to  the  ground,  and 
defiled  with  dust  your  father's  whitened  hairs ;  and 
when  I  rose,  stunned  and  almost  insensible,  the 
bullet  from  your  pistol  grazed  my  arm. 

Les.  Father,  father !  you  must  be  mad,  or  wish  to 
drive  me  so.  I  a  murderer — a  parricide! 

Jer.  I  saw  you— clearly  as  I  see  you  now ! 

Les.  And  is  this  the  end  of  a  life  of  honest  in- 
dustry ?  For  this  have  I  striven  to  keep  my  name 
pure  and  untainted? — for  this  have  1  amassed  a 
fortune  gained  by  daily  toil?  Oh!  this  is  too 
much— 'tis  too  hard  to  bear! 

Jer.  Unhappy  wretch!  'tis  useless  to  deny  that 
which  is  clear  as  the  suu  at  noonday.  I  have  done 
all  I  can  tc  avert  suspicion.  I  have  purposely  kepi 
back  evidence,  which,  if  once  brought  forward,  must 
have  condemned  you.  1  did  so— may  heaven  par- 
don me  for  it— to  preserve  our  name  in  purity, 
which,  till  now.  has  been  pure  and  stainless  as  the 
mountain  snow. 

Lea.  And  must  1  bear  this  ? 

Jtr.  You  have  done  well,  indeed  !  You  have 
covered  an  honest  man  with  infamy,  aud  you  have 
raised  your  hand  against  your  father's  life !  assassin ! 
parricide !  this  is  your  work  !  You  will  die  by  the 
hands  of  the  executioner,  an  object  cf  loathing  and 
scorn  to  all  good  men  ! 

Les.  I  am  innocent ! 

Jer.  Coward  and  liar! 

Les.  Father,  it  is  not  for  me  to  boast,  but  my 
nerves  are  as  firm,  my  pul?e  as  even,  as  when  at 
sixteen  years  of  age  1  marched  with  my  regiment 
against  the  enemy!  Did  my  limbs  tremble— did 
my  cheek  turn  paie,  when  1  ^aw  my  comrades  fall 
like  slaughtered  sheep  around  me?  You  know 
they  did  not. 

Jer.  Away,  coward. 

Les.  You  have  called  me  parricide— murderer— 
now  you  call  me  coward. 
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Jer.  Will  you  make  the  only  reparation  in  your 
posver,  by  confessing  your  crime  ? 
I.es.  No,  I  will  not -I  am  guiltless! 
Jer.  May  my  curse 

(Takes  out  a  pistol,  and  is  about  to  fire  upon 
Lesurques  when  JEANNE  enters  and  rushes 
between  them.) 

Jea.  Help— help ! 

Enter  Officer,  with  Soldiers. 

Offi.  What  is  this  ? 

(Disarms  Jerome.) 

Les.  Hasten  to  my  daughter,  Jeanne — be  this 
pang,  at  least,  spared  her. 
Jea.  I  will,  I  will. 

[Exits  hastily. 

Offi.  Sir,  you  must  come  with  me. 
Les.  Father,  at  least  give  me  your  hand  before  I 
go. 

Jer.  Away,  I  know  you  not. 
Les.  Father,  father. 
Jer.  My  bitter  curse  upon  you. 

[Exits. 

Les.  I  cannot  support  this — my  heart  is  broken. 
(Falls  senseless.) 


ACT  III 

SCENE  I.— Chamber  on  the  Ground  Floor. 

JEANNE  and  JULIE  discovered;  tfc  latter  asleep  on 

;  of  a. 

Jea.  I  can  endure  this  no  longer,  the  horrid 
secret  shall  be  revealed;  should  I  keep  silence 
still,  I  sha'.l  myself  become  Lesurques'  murderer, 
iu  the  event  of  his  b  -ing  condemned.  Let  me 
reflect :  vf  I  divulge  what  1  know,  my  own  shame 
will  be  discovered,  and  I  shall  be  thrust  forth  a 
homeless  wanderer.  Let  it  be  so,  my  honour  is  but 
dust  in  the  ba:anco  compared  with  the  life  of  this 
good  man.  This  letter  conveyed  to  the  Judge  will 
save  him. 

(SIiows  letter.) 

Did.  (Without.)  Julie,  Julie. 

Jea.  Monsieur  Didier. 

(Conceals  letter.) 
Enter  DIDIER. 

Did.  Julie. 

Jul.  (Auakening.)  Yes,  my  father. 

Did.  Let  me  recover  my  breath,  and  I'll  tell  you 
all.  Good  news,  good  news. 

Jul.  Is  my  father  acquitted  ? 

Did.  He  will  be  almost  immediately. 

Jul.  Are  you  deceiviu  £  me  ? 

Did.  By  all  I  hold  sacred,  I  am  not. 

Jul.  Blessings  on  you,  dearest.  Tell  me  how 
this  has  happened. 

Did.  You  know  your  father  failed  to  prove  that 
he  was  at  homo  in  Paris  at  7  o'clock  on  the  8th 
Floreal.  This  proof  1  have  been  ablo  to  establish. 
You  see  when  the  police  searched  Choppard's 
house,  they  discovered  that  the  leaf  of  his  ledger, 
containing  the  register  of  horses  let  out  for  hire, 
oo  t!is  day  in  question,  was  missing,  and  nowhere 


to  be  found.  This  supplied  me  with  a  clue— I  im- 
mediately proceeded  to  Madame  Choppard,  and 
offered  her  5,000  livres  if  she  would  give  me  the 
missing  leaf.  Fearful  lest  its  production  might 
prejudice  her  husband,  on  my  assuring  her  to  the 
contrary,  and  tempted  by  the  sight  of  the  money 
which  I  displayed,  she  broke  in  two  pieces  the 
slight  horsehair  seated  chair,  on  which  she  was 
sitting,  and  drew  from  thence  the  register. 

Jul.  What  else  does  it  say? 

Did.  (Reads.)  "8th  Floreal.  A  bay  horse  let  out 
for  hire  to  Monsieur  Lesurques,  at  30  sous  per  hour. 
Left  paris  at  4  o'clock,  returned  at  7  p.m.  Received 
in  payment  29  francs.  Signed,  Marie  Choppard." 
You  see,  the  murder  was  committed  at  half-past 
eight;  the  murderer  could  not  be  in  Paris  till  ten 
—  an  alibi  is  clearly  proved,  and  your  father  is 
saved. 

(Gives  her  register.) 

Jul.  Thank  heaven! 

Did.  This  register  must  be  taken  instantly  to 
Monsieur  Daubenton.  (Going.)  Stay,  give  me  your 
father's  pistols. 

Jul.  What  for? 

(Fouinard  is  seen  peeping  at  window.) 

Did.  I  have  been  dogged  hither. 

Jul.  Dogged? 

(Placing  the  register  on  the  escritoire.) 

Did.  Yes ;  as  I  left  Choppard's  I  observed  a  fel- 
low certainly  watching  me,  and  who,  I  am  certain, 
followed  me  hither.  His  motive  I  am  unable  to 
guess,  but  under  the  circumstances,  I  don't  like 
going  out  unarmed,  especially  as  I  have  this  re- 
gister about  me  ;  it  is  of  more  value  than  the  whole 
world! 

Jul.  Oh,  yes,  yes! 

Did  Suppose  we  go  together  in  a  hackney  coach, 
there  will  be  no  risk  attached  to  that. 

Jul.  No ;  I  will  get  ready  immediately. 

(Exit. 

Did.  In  the  meantime,  I'll  fetch  the  coach ;  wo 
have  not  a  moment  to  lose,  Julie. 

[Exit. 

Jea.  Thank  heaven,  his  innocence  may  be  proved 
without  my  testimony,  and  my  shame  will  now  be 
hidden!  Dubosc  may  escape — villain  as  he  is,  he  is 
still  the  father  of  my  child. 

(Burns  letter  in  candle.) 

Jul.  (Without.)  Jeanne!  Jeanne! 

Jea.  Coming,  mademoiselle,  coming ! 

(Runs  out.* 

(Music.  Fouinard  appears  at  tvindoic.    Seeing 
no  one  he  whistles,  as  giving  a  signal.) 

Fou.  Quick,  the  coast  is  clear. 

(D.ibosc  appears.) 

Dub.  All  right!  (T/ieij  enter  through  window.)  You 
are  sure  he  left  the  register? 
Fou.  Quite !  it  is  on  the  escritoire. 
Dub.    (Goes  to  escriloi>e  and  takes  register.)    This 
is  it.    Now  for  a  little  legerdemain.     (Takes  out  pen- 
knife and  trases  letters  on  register.)  There,  if  any  one 
can  read  that,  I'm  a  Dutchman. 
Fou.  Let's  be  off— some  one's  coming. 

[Exit  by  window. 

Dub.  (Replaces  register  where  he  found  i;.)  Foot- 
steps I— damnation ! 

(Not  havinit  time  to  escape  through  t 
he  hid-es  behind  screen.) 
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Re-enter  JULIE  and  JEANNE.     Jeanne  carries  a 
candle. 

Jea.  {Looking  out.)  The  coach  is  at  the  door. 
Jul.  This  precious  document. 

(Takes  register,  whi+h  is  folded  up,  places  it  in 

note  case,  and  puts  it  in  her  pocket.) 
Jea.  Monsieur  Didier  is  in  the  hall:  let  me  light 
you. 

(Takes  candle  and  exit  with  Julie.    Dubosc 
leaves  his  hiding  place,  and  is  making  jor 
the  window,   when   Jeanne   returns;  they 
meet  face  to  face.) 
Dub.  jeanne! 
Jea.  Dubosc! 

(Chord.) 

Dub.  Silence,  as  you  value  your  life ! 
Jea.  My  life  is  worthless,  wretch !  you  have  de- 
prived me  of  that  which  made  it  valuable  — 
honour!  Cower  and  turn  from  me ;  it  is  fitting  the 
false,  perjured  betrayer,  should  sink,  coward  like, 
before  the  poor  girl  that  trusted  to  his  word! 
Where  now  is  the  mockery  of  your  solemn  promises, 
your  vows  of  love  and  protection  for  the  future  ?  Cast 
off,  as  I  have  been,  to  the  winds  of  heaven ;  you 
deserted  me,  guiltily  left  your  child  to  the  mercy  of 
the  cold,  unfeeling  world,  to  perish,  aye,  starve ! 
Man!  man!  have  you  a  heart?  But  your  hour  is 
come— I  will  denounce  you.  Murderer,  you  shall 
not  escape!  (Seizes him.)  Help!  help! 

(During  the  struggle  the  candle  is  struck  down.) 
Dub.  Let  me  go,  fool ! 

Jea.  Never,  while  I  have  life !  Justice  shall  ba 
done— the  innocent  released,  the  guilty  given  up 
to  justice ! 

Dub.  You  will  repent  this. 

Jea.  Villain!  accursed  villain!  had  you  the 
strength  of  a  hundred  men,  you  should  not  escape 
me!  Now,  villain,  who  triumphs!  All  my  silent 
prayers  and  entreaties  for  assistance  have  been 
unheeded !  wallowing  in  luxury,  1  was  left  to  die 
in  the  streets,  or  turn  to  shame— yon  dared  to  point 
out  that  course  to  me,  the  mother  of  your  child ! 
The  worm  you  trampled  to  the  earth  will  rise  to 
crash  you.  (They  struggle  violently.)  To  the  judge  ? 
to  the  judge! 

Dub.  Lights— the  household  alarmed!  Release 
me! 

Jea.  Never! 
Dub.  Then  let  this! 

(Draws  knife,  Stabbt  Jeanne,  she  falls.  Dubosc 
darts  throuyh  the  window,  Servants  enter 
with  lights.) 
Jea,  Murdered!  by— 

(General  consternation.) 


SCENE  II.  —  A  HaH  of  Justice,  with  folding  doors. 
Qend'armes  enter  and  ranae  each  side  of  door.  Enter 
JEROME,  who  endeavours  to  pass  tht  Soldiers,  who 
oppose  him. 

Jer.  I  must  see  Monsieur  Daubenton. 
Enter  DAUBENTON. 

Dau.  Let  him  come  in.    Soldiers,  allow  him  to 
pas& 

(They  do  so  and  exit.) 

Jer.  Thanks,  thanks !     Is  toere  any  hope  ? 
Dau.  I  fear  none. 


Jer.  I  wanted  but  this  to  fill  up  the  measure  of 
my  grief. 

'Dau.  You  must  leave  this  place,  the  prisoners 
will  be  brought  here. 

Jer.  Let  me  see  him  once  more.  I  will  not  speak 
—I  will  not  even  make  a  sign.  Oh,  pity  and  re- 
spect a  broken-hearted  father's  appeal. 

Dau.  It's  against  the  rules,  but  I  will  allow  you 
to  remain,  on  condition  that  you  stand  back,  and 
are  silent 

Jer.  I  will,  I  will.  Not  a  sigh  or  a  whisper, 
though  my  heart  burst.  A  thousand  blessings  on 
you. 

(Goes  to  back.) 

Enter  from  the  Court,  CHOPPARD,  COURRIOL, 
and   LESUfiQUES.      They  stand  in  a  rote. 

Les.  A  few  minutes  more  and  the  jury  will  have 
determined. 

Cho.  To  swing  us,  or  restore  us  to  the  bosom  of 
our  blessed  families. 

Enter  JULIE  and  DIDIER.    They  show  papers  to 
Gendarmes  before  they  can  pass. 

Jul.  Dearest  father,  we  come  to  save  you.  I 
have  proof  that  my  father  was  in  Paris  at  the  time 
of  the  murder. 

Les.  Great  heavens  1  For  mercy's  sake  keep  me 
not  in  suspense. 

Jul.  (Producing  register.)  Read  this  register,  dated 
the  Sth. 

Did.  It  shows  that  Lesurques  had  returned  to 
Paris  by  half-past  seven  on  that  evening. 

Dau.  (Trying  to  read  register.)  It  is  impossible  foi 
me  to  make  this  out.  I  can  trace  something  like 
Lesurqaes,  but  that  is  all.  There  has  evidently 
been  something  written  here,  now  nearly  erased 
by  a  pen  knife,  consequently  ellegible. 

Did.  Impossible,  Julie,  you  never  let  the  register 
go  out  of  your  hand  ? 

Jul.  Only  whilst  I  went  up  stairs  to  dress. 

Did.  Some  secret  villany  has  been  at  work ;  we 
are  ruined. 

Les.  And  the  last  gleam  of  hope  extinguished. 

Enter  JEANNE,  pale  and  almost  fainting,  they  ass:st 
her. 

Jea.  Let  me  speak  before  my  strength  fails  me. 
Immediately  on  Mademoiselle  Julie  leaving  the 
house  to  come  hither,  I  was  startled  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  man  in  her  chamber,  who  had  effected 
his  entrance  by  the  window.  This  man,  who  I  can 
identify,  I  endeavoured  to  seize,  but  he  was  too 
much  for  me,  and  made  his  escape. 

Dau.  I  cannot  believe  this,  it  must  be  false. 

Jea.  Behold  a  witness  to  the  truth  of  what  I  say 
— though  dumb,  'tis  sealed  in  my  blood;  let  this 
convince  you. 

(Draws  aside  her  cloak,  and  shows  her  side 
stained  with  blood.) 

Dau.  This  man  wounded  you  yon  say. 

Jea.  (Grows  fa  nt.)  Yes,  with  a  Spanish  knife.  In 
the  struggle  I  clung  to  him,  when  to  free  himself, 
he  struck  me  and  fled. 

Jul.  Monster! 

Jea.  This  man,  whom  I  know  well,  too  well,  ia 
the  living  image  of  Monsieur  Lesurques,  who  is  in- 
nocent of  the  crime  imputed  to  him.  (Turns  to 
Courriol  and  Choppard.)  Can  you  deny  that  such  is 
the  fact;  speak,  I  charge  you,  as  j'ou  will  have  to 
answer  here  and  hereafter. 
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Con.  I!  It 

Jea.  You  refuse  to  answer;  remember  that  by  so 
doing  you  cannot  hope  to  clear  yourselves.  You 
are  both  guilty,  and  your  doom  must  be  the  scaf- 
fold; at  least  you  can  die  with  one  crime  the  less 
upon  your  consciences ;  be  merciful  and  spare  the 
guiltless,  restore  the  parent  to  his  child. 

Cou.  This  is  rather  awkward,  eh  ? 

Cho.  I'll  ask  my  wife,  my  memory's  so  slippery. 

Jea.  You  know  full  well  that  Dubosc  is  the  real 
murderer. 

Omnes.  Dubosc. 

Cou.  I  confess  the  truth— Monsieur  Lesurques  Is 
perfectly  innocent,  we  and  Dubosc  alone  are  guilty ; 
it  was  he  that  did  the  deed. 

Cho.  Discharge  us,  and  say  no  more  about  it. 

Dan.  You  confess  then,  that  this  man  Dubosc, 
bears  a  great  likeness  to  Monsieur  Lesurques. 

Cou.  I  do  most  distinctly. 

Cho.  And  I  say  ditto  ditto  to  the  same,  and  now 
my  conscience  is  one  crime  the  lighter. 

Les.  (Embracing  Julie  and  Didier.)  My  children, 
you  know  me  innocent  now. 

Cho.  Dubosc  has  behaved  in  the  most  ungentle- 
manly  manner,  by  never  sending  to  enquire  after 
our  health  ;  it  was  he  who  planned  the  murder,  and 
put  the  idea  into  our  heads;  we,  poor  innocent 
lambs,  were  seduced  by  his  bad  example ;  and  as 
to  the  witnesses,  they  are  all  in  error,  having  mis- 
taken Dubosc  for  Lesurques.  Now  I  have  spoken 
the  truth,  and  I  feel  easier  in  my  mind. 

Jea.  Lead  me  hence,  I  am  sinking.  (She  is  led  off.) 

Jer.  (Rushing  forward.)  Pardon,  pardon,  for  the 
vile  suspicion  I  harboured  against  you,  the  best  of 
eons. 

(Falls  sobbing  at  his  feet.) 
Enter  an  Officer. 

Offi.  The  Jury  has  delivered  their   verdict— the 
Court  requires  the  presence  of  the  accused  per- 
sons. 
The  three  Prisoners  enter  the  Dock,  guarded  by  Gen- 

d'armes,  their  back  only  are  sien  by  the  audience.  All 

enter  the  Court  but  JEANNE. 

President  of  the  Court.  (Ilia  voice  only  is  heard.) 
Having  heard  the  prosecution,  and  the  accused 
having  been  found  guilty  of  murder  by  a  jury  of 
their  countrymen,  the  Tribunal  of  the  Republic  con- 
demns Courriol,  Lesurques,  and  Ghoppard,  to  death 
by  decapitation. 

(Julie  screams,  and  is  led  out  by  Didier.) 

Jea.  And  this  is  the  sentence  rendered  to  an  in- 
nocent man?  He  must  fall  before  a  chain  of 
mystery  and  circumstantial  evidence?  A  father 
and  a  family  sacrificed  to  save  a  villain  from  the 
scaffold.  No,  not  while  I  breathe,  or  have  power 
to  make  myself  felt  or  heard.  Justice !  justice !  A 
woman  now  holds  the  scales ;  look  to  the  balance. 


SCENE  III.— A  portion  of  the  Place  de  Greve.  On 
one  side  a  low  wine  house,  with  balcony  over  the 
pillars  of  the  door.  Groups  of  peoph  waiting,  talk' 
inj  earnestly,  and  pointing  to  the  Palace  of  Justice. 

FOUIN  AED  seen  peeping  over  the  balcony. 

Fou.  We're  all  secure,  our  worthy  friends  will  pay 
their  respects  to  the  guillotine  in  a  few  minutes, 
and  our  secret  is  in  the  grave.  That  is,  always 
providing  my  inestimable  friend  and  companion 
Duboso  retains  his  senses,  and  remains  sober;  \ 


should  he  persevere  in  his  bad  habits,  much  a*  I 
respect  him,  to  save  myself,  I  shall  denounce  him, 
and  live  a  faithful  citizen  to  our  glorious  republic. 

Dub.  Fouinard,  skulker,  where  are  you?  Brandy; 
no  shirking  the  glass. 

Fou.  Unamiable  savage,  hush ! 

(Retires  from  window.    Bell  heard.) 

Fou.  Truly  our  great  republic  makes  short  work 
of  her  children.  To  be  accused  is  to  die.  The  guillo- 
tine is  ever  craving  for  its  food. 

Dub.  More  wine;  brandy;  let's  have  more;  my 
brain  is  on  fire. 

Fou.  Don't  you  think,  my  dear  friend,  you  have 
had  enough  ?  Besides,  consider  how  imprudent  it 
is  for  you  to  remain  here,  should  you  be  Been. 

Dub.  (Excited  with  liquor,  sings)  "Come,  give  me 
good  wine,  'tis  your  birthday  or  mine;  and  we'll 
never  think  of  to-morrow." 

Fou.  But  don't  you  see  you  may  be  recognised. 

Dub.  I  cannot;  I  have  hired  this  balcony  pur- 
posely, and  if  you  dare  to  move,  I'll  throw  you 
into  the  street.  There  is  nothing  amuses  me  more 
than  an  execution.  Vive  la  guillotine  I 

Fou.  (Half  aside.)  Wretch! 

Dub.  I  suppose  you'd  be  devilish  glad  if  I  were 
in  Lesurques' place  ?  D-m— me,  if  I  thought  so, 
I'd  throttle  you. 

Fou.  My  kind,  agreeable  friend,  do  not  excite 
yourself.  (Half  aside.)  The  letter  must  have  reached 
its  destination,  and  they  will  soon  be  here. 

Dub.  No  muttering.  Give  me  wine ;  a  bottle,  a 
dozen  bottles. 

Fou.  (Pours  out  wine.)  Tkere,  now,  pray  be  quiet 
Eemember  you  have  business  in  hand.  There  is 
the  young  lady. 

Dub.  Of  course  there  is.  I  must  carry  Jeanne  off. 
A  little  gentle  violence  will  do  her  no  harm.  She 
is  the  only  woman  who  really  took  my  fancy. 

Fou.  Now  is  my  time.  Dubosc,  your  sand  is 
run. 

(Watches  an  opportunity,  and  exits  as  into 
house.) 

Dub.  Fouinard !  The  fool  has  gone.  The  cart 
bearing  the  condemned— Courriol,  Choppard,  and 
Lesurques.  How  do  you  like  it,  my  fine  fellows  ? 
(Withdraws  into  house.) 

(The  three  prisoners  enter,  guarded  by  gen- 
d'armes, and  followed  by  a  crowd  of  people; 
they  stop  beneath  the  balcony.) 

Chop.  Again  I  repeat  it.  On  the  word  of  a  dying 
man,  Lesurques  is  innocent!  Don't  suffer  him  to 
be  hung  up  like  a  dog ;  hanging's  too  good  for  me; 

People.  Yes,  yes !  He  is  innocent  1 

Les.  My  friends,  I  thank  you  for  this  manifesta- 
tion of  your  feeling  towards  me.  I  leave  behind 
me  my  daughter  and  my  aged  father.  I  bequeath 
them  to  the  nation.  Let  not  my  name  be  brandec1 
with  scorn— I  die  innocent.  Posterity  will  do  me 
justice. 

Je>\  My  son — my  son! 

Off.  (To  gendarmes.)  Proceed ! 

(They  move  on,  amid  the  groans  of  the  popu- 
lace, and  exit.  After  a  pause,  DUBOSC 
appears  on  balcony,  wildly  excited.) 

Dub.  They  approach  the  scaffold  I  Hurrah !  Viva 
la  liberty !  vive  la  guillotine  ! 

(At  this  moment,  several  g-nd'armes  enter  below 
balcony.  Daubenton  is  with  ihem,  also 
Jeanne.) 
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Jea.  'Tis  he — the  murderer  Is  there !  (Points  up.) 
Th«re!  Stop  the  execution!  I  have  proofs— he 
shall  be  snatched  from  death !  Villain,  you  shall 
not  escape  me  now.  Help !  help ! 

(Music.  Daubenton  rushes  off  after  Lesur- 
gues.  Jeanne  climbs  up  balcony  and  seizes 
Dubosc,  they  struggle,  he  levels  a  pistol  at 
tier  head ;  it  misses  fire ;  he  then  attempts  to 
escape  through  house;  she  clings  to  him, 
hanging  over  the  balcony;  he  is  met  by 
Jerome  and  gend'armes,  tcho  enter  on  balcony 
throu/jh  house  ;  bell  tolls ;  they  fire  at  him ; 
he  falls  on  balcony.) 


Jea.  Wretch,  you  have  paid  the  forfeit  of  your 
crimes,  and  1  am  avenged ! 

(Noise  without — shouts.) 
Voices.  (Without.)  Saved!  saved! 

(Lesurques  brought  in  by  Daubenton,  Didier 
and  Julie  clinging  to  him ;  Jerome  falls  on 
his  neck  as  he  sinks  in  prayer.) 

Jer.  My  son— my  innocent  son  !  live— live!  a 
blessing  to  your  father's  heart! 

Ze.<.  My  father  blesses  be!  Child,  kneel  with 
me  in  gratitude  to  Him  that  spared  our  name  from 
infamy,  and  restored  a  sir.kiug  wretch  to  happi- 
ness and  life.  [Exeunt 
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DICKS'  COWPER    ....  Sixpence. 

Per  post,  2d.  extra.— Cowpcr's  Works,  new  Editiou, 
with  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  Frontispiece. 

DICKS'  WORDSWORTH  -  Sixpence, 
Per  post,  2d.  extra.  —  Wordsworth's  Works,  nc-w 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations. 

DICKS'  MOORE Sixpence. 

Per  post,  2d.  extra.— Moore's  Works,  new  Editiou, 
with  numerous  Illustrations. 

DICKS'  KEMANS  ...  Ninepencc. 
Per  post,  3d.  extra.— The  works  of  Felicia  Hemans, 
with  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  Vignette. 

DICKS'  THOMSON  -  -  -  Sixpence. 
Per  post,  2d.  extra.— The  works  of  James  Thomson, 
complete,  with  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  4  Illustrations. 

DICKS'  FOFE  ---.  One  Shilling. 
Per  post,  6d.  extra.— The  works  of  Alexander  Pop*, 
with  Notes,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations, 
by  Joseph  Wharton,  D.D. 

DICKS'  BUNYAN'S  PILGRIM'S  PRO- 
GRESS. Illustrated.— TWOPENCE.  Per  post  2Jd.  Un- 
abridged Edition. 


IDiol5.s>  _ 

Now  publishing,  in  perfect  volume  form,  Price  Sixpence,  a  Series  of  Original  Novels,  by  the  most 
Popular  Authors,  being  the  only  Illustrated  Edition  issued  in  England.  Each  Novel  is  copyright, 
and  about  the  length  of  the  guinea-and-a-half  two  or  three  Volume  Novels,  and  contains  from  10  tx> '? 
Illustrations. 

1.  For  a  Woman's  Sake.  Watts  Phillips. 

2.  Against  Tide.    Miriam  Ross. 

3.  Hush  Money.    C.  H.  Ross. 

4.  Talbot  Harland.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

5.  Will  She  Have  Him?    A.  Graham. 

6.  Heiress  of  the  Mount.    S.  Dunn. 

7.  Counterfeit  Coin.  M.  Ross. 

8.  Entrances  and  Exits.  E.  Winstanley. 

9.  Ingaretha.    Author  of  "  Naomi." 

10.  Tower  Hill.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

11.  Rose  and  Shamrock.    Mrs.  Crow. 

12.  South-Sea  Bubble.  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 


13.  Nobody's  Fortune.    Edmund  Yates. 

14.  Twenty  Straws.    E.  Winstanley. 

15.  Lord  Llsle's  Daughter.  C.  M.  Braeme. 

16.  After  Many  Years.    Miriam  Ross. 

17.  Rachel,  the  Jewess.  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

18.  WJiatistO  Be.  Author  "Twenty  Straws." 

19.  John  Trevlyn's  Revenge.  E.  Phillips. 

20.  Bound  by  a  Spell.   H.  Rebak. 

21.  The  Yellow  Diamond.    Mrs.  Crow. 

22.  The  Younger  Son.  Rev.  H.  V.  Palmer. 

23.  Driven  from  Home.    Erskine  Boyd. 


24.  Naomi.  By  the  Author  of  "  Rachel." 

25.  Swept  &  Garnished.  A.  W.  Thompson. 

26.  Jennie  Gray.  Author  of  "Against  Tide." 

27.  Lestelle.    Mrs.  Crow.    8  Illustrations. 

28.  Tracked,  iuthor  of  "  Bound  by  a  Spell." 

29.  Carynthia.   Author  of  "Twenty  Straws." 
SO.  Violet  and  Rose.    Author  of  "  Blue  Bell." 

31.  Cost  of  a  Secret.    Mrs.  Crow. 

32.  Terrible  Tales.    George  Augustus  Sala. 

33.  Doomed.   By  the  Author  of  "Tracked." 

In  the  Press  :— 


White  Lady.    Author  of  "  Ingaretha." 
Link  your  Chain.    A.  W.  Thompson. 
Love  and  Liberty.    Alexandre  Dumas. 
Two  Pearls.    By  the  Author  of  "  Lestelle." 
Young1  Cavalier.   Author  of  "  Tracked." 
Jessie  Phillips.    Mrs.  Trollope. 
The  Wentworth  Mystery.    W.  Phillips. 
The  Shadow  Hand.   Author  of  "  Naomi." 
Merry  England.   W.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 
Blue  Bell.   Anthor  of  "  Link  your  Chain." 
Humphrey  Grant's  Will.   By  H.  Rebak. 


Price  SIXPENCE  j  post  free,  9d.    Except  ENTRANCES  AND  EXITS  and  NOBODY'S  FORTUNE, 
double  gize  ONE  SHILLING.    Remit  Halfpenny  Stamps. 


BY    SIR    WALTER    SCOTT,    BART. 

FROM    THE    ORIGINAL    TEXT,    WITH    THE    ORIGINAL    NOTES. 

This  wonderfully  cheap  edition  Is  issued  Monthly,  commencing  October  1,  1873.    Each  Novel  consists  oi 
about  160  pages,  postSvo.,  with  Five  Illustrations,  and  will  appear  as  follows:— 


Waverley 
Guy  Mannering 
Antiquary 
Rob  Roy 
Ivannoe 
The  Monastery 
The  Abbot 
Kenilworth 
The  Pirate 


Fortunes  of  Nigel 
Peveril  of  the  Pea 
Ouentin  Durward 
St.  Ronan's  Well 


Redgauntlet 
The  Betrothed 
The  Talisman 
Woodstock 
Fair  Maid  of  Perth 


Anne  of  Geierstein 


Tales  of  my  Landlord: 
The  Black  Dwarf 
Old  Mortality 
Heart  of  Midlothian 
Bride  of  Latnmormoor 
Legend  of  Montrose 
Count  Robert  of  Paris 

Note.— The  Price  is  Threepence  er.ch  complete  Novel,  Post-free,  One  Penny  extra. 
THE  WQXK  W  ALSO  ISSUED  IX  CLOTH,  TWO  VOYEtft  IN  F.irfT  roL>}  PRICE  OXE  SU1LUXQ 

Port  Jrce  on   Y(*r':«  ~v?va. 


Castle  Dangerous 
Chronicles  of  the  Canongatet 
The  Highland  Widow 
The  Two  Drovers 
My  Aunt  Margaret's  Mirror 
The  Tapestried  Chamber 
Death  of  the  Laird's  Jock 
The  Surgeon's  Daughter 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


DICKS' 


PLA.YS. 


1. — OTHELLO.     By  William  Shakspere 
2.— THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL     By 

Richard  B.  Sheridan 
3.—- WERNER.    By  Lord  Byron 
4.— SHE  STOOPS   TO  CONQUER.     By 

Oliver  Goldsmith 

6.— THE  GAMESTER.    By  E.  Moore 
6.— KING  LEAR.     By  William  Sbaksperp 
7.-A  NEW  WAY  TO  PAY  OLD  DEETS 

By  Phillip  Massinger 

8.— THE  ROAD  TO  RUIN.  RyT.  TTnlonift 
9. -MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR.    By 

William  Shakspere 

1O.— THE  IRON  CHEST.    By  Geo.  Colman 
11  .—HAMLET.    By  William  Shakspere. 
12.— THE  STRANGER.     By  Benj.  Thomson 
13.-MERCHANT  of  VENICE.   Shakspere 
14.— HONEYMOON.    By  John  Tobin 
15.— PIZARRO.    By  B.  B.  Sheridan 
16. -MAN  Of  the  WORLD.    By  C.  Mackiin 
17.-MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING.  By 

William  Shakspere 

18.-THE  RIVALS.    By  R.  B.  Sheridan 
19.— DAMON  &  PYTHIAS.    By  John  Banim 
2O.— MACBETH.    By  William  Shakspere 
21.-JOHN  BULL.    By  George  Colman 
22.— FAZIO.    By  the  Rev.  W.  H.  Milman 
23.— SPEED  the  PLOUGH.  ByThos.  Morton 
24.— JANE  SHORE.    By  Nicholas  Rowe 
25.— EVADNE.    By  K.  L.  Shell 
26.— ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.    By 

William  Shakspere 

27.— TKE  WONDER.    By  Mrs.  Centlivre 
28.-MILLER  &  HIS  MEN.    By  I.  Po'-ock 
29.— JEALOUS  WIFE.    By  George  Colman 
3O.— THERESE.    By  J.  Kcrr 
3 1.-BRUTUS.    By  John  H.  Payne 
32  —MAID     OF     KONOUR.    P.  Massing 
33.— WINTER'S  TALE.  By  Wm.  Shakspere 
34.— POOR    GENTLEMAN.     George  Col- 
man, the  Younger 

35.— CASTLE  SPECTRE.     By  M.  Lewis 
36  —HEIR-AT-LAW.  G.  Colman,  the  Younger 
37.— LOVE  IN  A  VILLAGE.    I.  Bickor.taff 
38  —TALE  Of  MYSTERY.    By  T.  Holcroft 
39.— DOUGLAS.     By  John  Uome 
4O.— THE  CRITIC.    R-  B.  Sheridan 
41.-GEORGE    BARNWELL.     By  G  Lillo 
42.— GRECIAN  DAUGHTER.  By  Murphy 
43.— AS  YOU  LIKE  IT.  By  Wm.  Bhskspere 
44  — CATO.    By  Joseph  Addison 
45.— BEGGARS'  OPERA.    By  John  Gay 
46,— ISABELLA.    By  T.  Southern 
47.— THE   REVENGE.     By  Edward  Young 
48.— LORD  of  THE  MANOR.  C.Dibdn.jun 
49  —ROMEO  AND  JULIET.     Shakspere 
50.— SARDANAPALUS.     By  Lord  Byron 
51  —THE  HYPOCRITE.    By  I.  Bickerstaff 
52.— VENICE  PRESERVED.     T.  Otway 
53.— THE   PROVOKED  HUSBAND.    By 

Vanbrugh  and  Cibber 
54.— THE  CLANDESTINE  MARRIAGE. 

By  G.  Colman  and  D.  Garrick 
85.— THE  FAIR  PENITENT.   By  N.  Rowe 
66.— TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 

By  William  Shakspere 

57.— FATAL  CURIOSITY.  George  Lillo 
58.-THE  BELLE'S  STRATAGEM.  By 
Mrs.  Cowley 


59.— MANFRED.    By  Lord  Byron 

60.— RULE  A  WIFE  &  HAVE  A  WIF] 

By  D.  Garrick 

61.— BERTRAM.    By  Rev.  C.  Matrcin 
62.-THE  WHEEL  OF  FORTUNE. 

Richard  Cumberland 
63.— THE  DUKE  OF  MILAN.     By  Philipl 

Massinger 
64.— THE  GOOD-NATURED  MAN*  Byl 

Dr.  Goldsmith 

65 .-KING  JOHN     By  William  Shakspere 
66  .-THE   BEAUX'   STRATAGEM.    Byl 

George  Farquhar 

67.— AKDEN   OF   FAVERSHAM.  G.  Lillo 
68.— A  TjftlP  TO  SCARBOROUGH.    By 

R.  B.  Sheridan 

69-LADY    JANE    GREY.      By  N.  Rowel 
7O.— HOB  ROY.    By  I.  Pocock 
71. -ROM AW   FATHER.    W.  Whiteheadl 
72.-TIIE  PROVOKED  WIFE.  Vanbrugh 
73.— THE  TWO  FOSCARZ.    Lord  Byron 
74.-FOUNDLING  OF  THE  FOREST.  | 

By  W.  Diamond 
75.— ALL  THE  WORLD'S  A  STAGE. 

By  Isaac  Jackman 

76.— RICHARD  THE  THIRD.  Shakspere  I 
77.-A  BOLD  STROKE  TOR  A  WIFE.) 

Mrs.  Centlivre 
78.— CASTLE  Of  SOBRE2TTO.  Heartwelll 
79.-THE  INCONSTANT.    G.  Farquhar 
8O.~ GUY  MANNER-ING.    Daniel  Terry 
81.— THE  BUSY-BODY.     Mrs.  Centlivre 
82.-THE  BOHEMIANS,  ETC.  E.  Stirling! 
83.— ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT.  N.Leel 
84.— THE  LIAcfe.     Samuel  Foote 
85.— THE  BROTHERS.     R.  Cumberland 
3S._\VAY  OF  THS  WORLD.  W.Oongrevel 
87.- CYMBELINE.     William  y.mk-pere 
83.-SHE  WOULD  AND  SHE  WOULD  | 

NOT.    ColleyCiboer 
89.-TIIE    DSSSRTED     DAUGHTER.] 

Bv  Thomas  HoV.voft 
OO.-WIVES  AS   THEY    WERE,    ETC.] 

Mrs.  Inch   ;i!'l 
91.— EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR.) 

David  'JaiTK-.k 
92.-MIDSUMM?;R  NIGHT'S  DREAM.I 

William  Shaksn*ra 

93.— TAMERI.ANE,     Nicholas  Rowe 
94.-A   BOLD    STROKE    FOR   A  HUi 

BAND.     Mr<.  Cuwley 
95.— JULIUS  C^ESAXl.     Wm.  Shakspere 
96.— ALL  FOR  LOVE.    John  Dryden 
97.— THE  TEMPEST.    Wm.  Shakspere 
93.-RICHAKD    CCEUR    DE    LION. 

General  Brtrgoyne 

99.  THE  MOURNING  BRIDE.     Will 

Con^reve 

100.  THE  BASHFUL  MAN.    Moncrieff 

101.  BARBAROSSA.    John  Brown 

102.  THE  CURFEW.    John  Tobin 

103.  MERCHANT  Of  BRUGES.  Kinnaii 

104.  GIOVANNI  IN  LONDON.   Moncri 

105.  TIMON  Of  ATHENS.    W.  Shakspei 

106.  HONEST  THIEVES.    T.  Knight 

107.  WEST  INDIAN.    J.  Cumberland 

108.  THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX.'  H.  Jo 

109.  THE  IRISH  WIDOW.    D.  Garrick 

110.  COURIER  OF  LYONS.    E.  St 


Note— Two  Plays  will  be  published  every  Saturday,  price  One  Penny 

Lflttdon;  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand,  an<  all  Bookseller* 
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